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PROLOGUE, 

Sfioken bi/ Mr. Wardc. 



ÜNTowARD fete no luckleas night invades 

More sorely than the Man who ilrives (tto Irailes ; 

Like Esop'a bat, between two naturea placed, 

Scowl'd at by mice, among tlie birds di^aeed. 

Our author thus, of twoibld fame exactor, 

Is doubly scoated, — both as Bai'd, and Actoi' ! 

Wanting in haste a Prologue, Le applied 

To thi"ee poetic frienda ; was thrice denied. 

Each glared on bim with supercilious glance, 

As on a Püor Relation met by cbance ; 

And oiie was heard, »vith more repulsive air, 

To mutter " Vagabond," " Rogue," " Strolling Player ! 

A pect once, he ftiund — and look'd aghaat — 

By tuming attor, he liad loat bis caste, 

The vcrse patch'd up at leiigth — with likc ill forlunc 

His friends bebind the scenes ho did impoi'tiine 

To epeak hia lines. He found them aU figbt shy. 

Nodding their heads in cool civility. 

" Their aervice in the Drama was enongli, 
The poef might recile the jioel's stuff ! " 
The rc^es — they like hiiii hugely — but it atung 'ein. 
Somehow — to thuik a, Bard had got araong 'em. 
Their mind made wp — no eartUy pleading sbook it, 
In pure compasMon tili I nndertook it, 
Disown'd by Poets, and by Actors too, 
Dear Patrons of both arts, he turns to you ! 
Jf in your hearls some tender feelings dwelt 
Froui sweet Virginia, or heroic Tbi.l ; 
If in the Ecenes whioh follow you can trnce 
What once bas pleased you — an unbiddcn grace — 
A touch of natiire's wock— au awkward Start 
Or ebulütion of an Irish hearl — 
Cry, clap, commend it I If you like them not, 
YimT foruier favours cannot he foigot. 
Condemn them — damn them — hiss them if you «ill — 
Their author is your grateful servant still l 



db,Google 



THE WIFE : 

A TALE OF MANTUA. 



ACT I. 
8CENE I.—Ä Street in Mantua. 



Enter Leonardo Gonzaqa and Lobenzo. 

Leon. So, in my native city, thanka to heaven, 
Ten years and more elapsecl, I stand again ! 
Ä boy it sent me fortb, takes back a man. 
H^ to it ! 'Tis mine old acquaJntance still. 
In nothing stränge — unaJter'd ! To a stune 
The same I left it ! Glad am I to see it— 
None hetter loves its venorable face ! 

Lot. I'm glad to aee you smile. 

Leon. I do so, signoc 
I am a boy again ! The days oome back 
When smallest things made wealtb of happiness 
And ever were at band ! when I did watch 
With panting heart the striking of the clock, 
Whicli hardly sounded ere the book was shut. 
Then fot the race — ^tbe leap — the game — O, signor, 
The ■vigour and endurance of such joy ! 
Is't e'er to come again ? And care so iight, 
That, looking back, you amilo you thoiight it care, 
And call it part of pleasure ! I'm again 
lu Mantua ! 

Lor. Then here we aay farewell, 

Leon. Not so ; acijuaintance, bom and nurtured ii 
Adversity, is worth the cherishing : 
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'Tis proTed ateel wliicli one may truat one's liff^ to. 

You are a stranger here in Mantua. 

"Whicli I am native to. What brings you hitlier ? 

If 'tis a cause iio scruple of just ivcight 

Forbids thee to unfold, unboaom tbee, 

And in return for what tliou part'st with, take 

The zeal and honoiir of a hearty friend, 

And Service too, to boot ; — you pauae, from doubt 

Either of my ability or faitb, 

If this, I'm sorry for^t — If that, täte heed. 

You know not by the eye thc practised limb 

Whcre the inform'd and active ainew lies, 

Tliat's equal to tlie feat. What, silent still ? 

'Sdeath, man I a dwarf is not to be despised, 

For he may have a giant for his friend, 

And so be master of a giant's strength. 

(,'oiue, comc, have confidence ; — 'tis the free rein 

^Vbich takes the willing courser o'er the leap 

Ile'd miss if you did check hini ! 

Lor. There are men 
Whoae habits in aheyance hold their natures 
Which atill remaiu themselves. — Yoiir temperament 
la of the sanguine kind, — and so is mine, 
But lo, the diflference ! Thy frankness brooks 
No pauae — thy wish is scarce concelved ere told — 
As if men's hearts were open aa their looka, 
And trust were dne to all. The law hath beea 
My study, signor ; and, tliese three years past, 
My practice too ; and it hatli taught me thia : — 
To doubt, witli openness to be conTinced, 
la to remain on this side danger, yet 
No fraction lack of generoaity 
Wliicli it becomes a noble mind to cherish. 

/^n. And douht you me ? 

Lor. No, aignor ; but drew back, 
Wjien you with instant promptness did advance 
Where I, with all the heart to take the step, 
Had still, I fear, been Standing. You shall know 
My errand hither. I am nephew — 

Leon. Stop 
Till these pass on ! 
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Enter Babtolo, Cablo, Bbrnasdo, and otkert, 
Carlo. "Will not tlie duko poatpone the cause ? 
Bar. I teil thee no. 
Carlo. And wberefore ? 

Bar. What's that to thee ? — Is not he the duke ? 

Shail such apieceofflesh and hone aa thou art, question 
the duke ? 

Carlo. Whynot? 

Bar. Why not ? Would any one believe he had 
been born in Mantua ? Now mark how I will anawer 
him ! Dost tJiou drink Burgundy ? 
Carlo. No, but water. 

Bar. Then art thou, compared to the great duke, 
what water is to Burgundy. 

Carlo. He is but flesh and blood. 
Bar. But what kind of flesh and blood ? Answer me 
that ! Would'st thou that dinest upon garlie and coaree 
bread, and washcst them down with water, compare 
thyself to one wIjo sits down every day of the week to a 
tablo of three couraes ? Thou art no more than a head 
of garlie to the duko ! 

Ber. Say on, Bartolo ! Well ! The duke refuses to 
postpone the cause ; and what then ? 
Bar. Why then the case must come on. 
Ber. And what will be the end on't ? 
Bar. That knows the duke. 
Carlo. But what oüght it to be ? 
Bar. What the great duke wills. 
Carlo. Why so ? 
Bar. Because that muat be. 

Ber. 8he was a bold girl, wben they forced her to the 
church, to refuse to give her hand there, and claim the 
protection of tbe curate. 

Bar. He was a holder man to have anything to say 
to so mettlesome a piece of stuff. 
Carlo. And to refuse a count ! 

Bar. tier cause will not thrive the better for that, 
unless, indeed, the duke be wroth with the count, for 
honourably aflecting a coniniissary's ward. 

Lern. i^Aside.2 You aeem intent on their discourae ? 
Lor. [_Aside.'} I am so. 
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Ber. Ynu saw her, Bartolo, did you not ? 

Bar. Yes, I was passing by wlicn tliey wero forcing 
her into the church, and followed tliem in. 

Carlo. Is she aa handsoiao as they say ? 

Bar. Humph! — ^handsome !— handsome is this, and 
handsomu is that. I could soouer teil the abseace of 
beaiity tlian tho presence of it. Now thöu art not 
beautiiul, biit dress thee like a duke, and it migbt 
cliange thee. Thou that art an ugly craftsman, might 
become a heautiful duke. Kot with Standing I think I 
daro pronöunce her handsome — very handsonie ! nay, 
I will go further, and confess that, were slie a countess, 
or duchess, I would call her the most beautiful woman 
in Man tu a. 

Ber. But why wiahes the curato to have tlie cause 



Bar. To wait for a learned doctor of tho law, for 
whom lie has sent to Rome, but who has not j-ct arrived, 
though hourly looked for. 

Carlo. What ! must onc send for law to Itoine ? 

Bar. Yes, if ono oannot find it in Mantua. 

Carlo. Cannot one find law in Mantua ? 

Bar. Not if it be all bought up. Theie's not a legal 
man of note wliom the count has not retained ; so was 
the curate forced to send for his nephew to Rome — a 
man, it is reported, of great iearning, and of ptofound 
skill in his profcssion, though hardly yet out of !iis 
nonage. 

Leon. [_Aside.~\ You colour, signor ! 'tis of you he 
speaks. 

Carlo. Fears he to come to Mantua, or what 1 

Bar. 'Tis thought the brigands have detaiued him — a 
plague upon the raseals ! A word in your ears, aignors. 
You all know that Bartolo is a loyal man ? 

All. Wo do, Bartolo. 

Bar. Said I ever a word against tbe duke ? 

AU. Xo. 

Bar, Y'ou are right, signors : nor would I, Üiough 
the duke were to hang every honest man in Mantua, 
for is he not the duke ? — and is not Bartolo a loyal 
man ! Now if I speak of the duke'a cousin, whom the 
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brigands, they say, havo killed, speak I against the 
Duke? 

All. No! 

Bar. Is't treason tu say " a pity that Ive was kiUed"? 

All. No! 

Bar. Äh, signors. Lad he siicceeded his fiither, ho 
would have made a proper duke. Is this aaying any- 
thing against his consin that is the duke ? 

411. No! 

Bar. I Warrant me, no ! Catch Bartolo talking trea- 
son ! Who Bays a word against the duke ? He dies, 
as Bartolo is a loyal man, But fate you well, signors. 
The trial comes on at noon — and noon will soon be here. 

Ber. We go your way. 

Bar. Come on, theo. Rentember I aaid not a word 
against tha duke. [^Babtolo and others go out. 

Leon. Of you he spoke — was it not so ? 

Lor. It was. 

Leon. You come to Mantua to plead the cause 
Of this fair daniael. You were here before, 
But that the brigands intercepted you, — 
Your hurt, but my advantage, whose escape. 
Long time their captive, you contrived. And now, 
To prove my frieudship more than wordy Taunting ; — 
I have the power to serve you, Take me with you. 
Yüup clerk, you said, opposing vain resistance 
The hot-brained robbet slew. Supposo me him : 
I havo a smattering of his vocation, 
A notion of the myatery of yours ; 
And I would hear, by their own Ups recited, 
This worthy priest and beauteoua damBel's cause, 
For reasons which— you smile. 

Lor. A thought did cross me. 

Leon. I know thy thought — 'tis wrong ! — 'Tis not 
the heat 
Of youthful blood which prompts — you smile again. 

Lor. Your pardon. — If I did, you have to thank 
The quickness of your apprehension. 

Leon. Mark me ! — 
I have loved my last — and that love was my first '. 
A passion like a seedling that did spring, 
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Wliose germ tlie winds had set : of stcm so tiuc, 

Äiid Icaf so small, to inexperitnced aight 

It pasa'd for noiight,^until, with swelling trunk, 

And spreadiDg branches, bowing all aimmd, 

It stood a goodly trec ! Are you content ? 

This was my sadness, signor, wliieh the sight 

Of my dear native city banished ; 

Whicli tby misgiving hath brouglit back again ; 

And wbicli will be tlie clotliing of my lieart, 

Wbile my heort calla thia breast of mino its Uouse. 

Lor. I jiray you, pardoa me ! 

Leon. I pray you, peace ! 
Time presses. — Once again, have confidence, 
And take nie with you to your uncle's home. 
More tlian you credit me, I may bestead yo\i. 
Wilt take my band ? 

Lor. I will ! 

Leon. Have with you, thcn ! [T/i^y go o 



SCENE U.—Antonh's Home. 
Enter Antonio and Pibtro. 

Ant. Vi liit locks it now of noon ? 

Piet An hour < r more. 

Ant. I\o Chance of his arrival ! — Tliis dclay 
Perplexes me ! la it neglect ? — I thought 
His anawer would have been bis preaence bere, 
Prompt as ray summons ; yet he neither comes 
Nor aends excuse. 'Tis very stränge ! Sbe bolds 
The Same sedate and lofty carriage still ? 

Fiel. She does, and native seems it to the maid 
As her fair brow, wherefrom it calmly looks, 
As from its custom'd and assured seat : 
A gentleneas that amilea without a amile : 
For 'tis the sweetness, not of any part, 
But all — lock, Speech, and act,-^delights the heart 
That's near her, Silence ia her humour ; yet 
Slie neverahuna discourse; wbile wbatshe says 
Hath one unwearied constant bürden still, 
A blessing on your n 
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Änt. Poorgirl! 

She owes me nought. Why do I serve my master, 

If not to do liis biddiiig ? Is it but 

To hold the crook ? Nay, but to use the crook ! 

To be, indeed, the shepberd of the flock — 

Wakeful and watchful — pitifui and faithful — 

My charitable life, and not my name, 

The badge and Warrant of my sacred calling ! 

She was afBicted, persecuted, and 

I succour'd her ! — I, atanding at the altar ! 

Beneath my maater'a roof ! His Üvery, 

Blaaon'd, aa ne'er was earthly king'a, upon me ! 

WLat could I ]ess ? 

Piet. Faila he to come, for whom 
Tour reverence looks, to plead the damsel'a cause, 
Miist it perforce go on ? 

Ant. It must ; and I 
Myaelf will be her advocate, before 
The haughty duke. For problems of deep law, 
Will give him axioms of piain tnxth, and paint 
Her thrillinir grievance to the life with tears, — 
Which, Pity seeing, shali to every heart 
That owns her gentle influence, commend, 
And gather tears to aid them. 

Etiler Stephano, 

Sie. May it please you, 
Two strangers, craving audience, wait below. 

Am. Admitthem! 'Tismynephew! Worthy Pietro, 
Have all in readiness that we appear 
Before the duke when cited. [Pietro ffoes out. 

Enter Leonardo Gonzaoa and Lorenzo. 
So, Lorenzo ! 

Lor. Save you, my reverend uncle ! 

Ant. Now a week 
I've looked for you — but waive we explanations. 
Thou'rt come ; — and to the business that has brought 

I have possess'd thee of the damsel's cause 
In all its bearings — art prepaxed to plead it? 
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Lor. I am, so pitase your reverence ; — but,vvit!i us 
That evideiice is best which is direct. 
That the Count Florio seeks the damsera hand, — 
That wiUa her guardian she should give it liim, — 
Tliat shc resists her «nele and the count, — 
I know, but not the cause of her dissent. 
Children to guardians do obedience owe ; 
A match so lofty Warrants some enforcement, 
Which, not on shght grounds, should the maid resist. 

Ant. Gronnd know I none, save strong aversion, 

Loi: Pray you 
Vonchsafe «8 Conference with the maid lierself : 
Her deposition shall this gentleman 
That's como with me — my trusty clerk — set down. 

Ant. ril bring her to you ; — but, I charge you, boy, 
You keep in mind you are her advocate. 
Tor she, indeed, of thoae rare things of earth, 
Wliich of the debt that's due to it, roh Heaven, 
That men set earth before it, is the rarest ! 
Then guard thee, nephew ! — rather with thine ears 
And tongue discoiirse with her, than witli thine eyes. 
Lest thou forget it was her cause, not sho, 
That snmmon'd thee to Mantua ! 

Lor. Fearmenot! [Antonio ^roes ojii, 

Leon. A eervicc of some danger, it should seem, 
Your reverend imcle has engaged you in ; 
And, by hia pardon, for your safety, takes 
Means which your peril rather do enhance- 
The soldier that is taitght to fear his foe, 
Is half o'ereome before he takes the field. 

Lor. Is't froni your own misgivings you doubt me '. 

Leon. No ; — as I said before, my heart is safe — 
Love proof, with love ! which, if it be not, signor, 
A passion that can only-once be feit — 
Hath but one object — lives and dies with us — 
And, whiie it lives, remains itaelf, while all 
Attachments eise keep changing — it is nothing ! 
I used to laugh at love and deem it fancy ; 
Wy lieart would choose ita mistress by mine eyes, 
Whom acarcetheyfound ere my heart songht auew one. 
I knew not then the 'haviour of the soul — 
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How that's the lovelineaa which it doth lodge, 
A World beyond the loveliness of form '. 
I found it I when or where — for weal or woe — 
It matters not ! I found it ! wedded it ! 
Never to be divorced from that true love 
Which taught me wliiit love was ! 

Lor. You wedded it ? — 
Then was your paasion blest ? 

Leon. No, Signor, no ! 
Queation no further, prithee ! Hera's your uncle ! 

Enter Antonio and Mabiaha. 

Änt. Lo, nephew! liere'a the maid 
To aaswer for herseif! 

Lor. [To Leonardo.] She's fair, indeed ! 
Description ne'er could give her out the thing, 
One only glance avowa her ! — Prithee, look ! 

Leim. Show her to him who has not Seen the fairest ! 
Eemember, signor, Time's no gazer, but 
Doth ever keep his eye upon his road, 
His feet in motion ; — noon is just at band. 

Lor. I thank yo«. Note my questions — her replies. 
Tour gnardian — is he your relation too ? 

Mari. No, — would he were ! That stay had needs 
be strong, 
"Which failing, we've no other left to cling to. 

Leon. Oh, music ! — 

Lor. What'a the matter? 

Leon. I did hear 
A bird, whoae throat did beggar all the grove. 
And of its rieh and famed minstrel makes 
A poor and common chorister ! 

Lor. HearÄ«r.' — 
You'll have no ear for any other bird ; 
Look at her, and you'll have no ear for her, 
Your tranced vision every other senae 
Absorhing ! — Gave yon promiae to the count ? 

Mari. None ! 

Lon. Nor encouragement? 

Mari. Such as averaion 
Oirea to the thing it loathes. 
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hör. Have you a vow 
Or ppomise to anotlier ?^that wcrc a plea 
Tu justify rejection. You are silent. 
And yet you speak — if bluahea apeak, as meii 
Declare tliey do. Come, come, I know you love. 
Oive me to know tlie atory of your love * 
That, theroupon, I found niy proper plea 
To show your oppoaition not a ttiing 
Of fentasy, caprice, or frowardiiess, 
But thatforwhich all hearcrs shaücomraend you, 
Proves it tiie Joint result of lieart and reason, 
Eaoli otlier's act appro^ing. — Was't in Mantua 
You met ? 

Mari. No, signor, in. my nativc land. 

Lor. And tliat is — 

Mari, Switzerland. 

Lor. Hia country too ? 

Mari. No, signor, he belonged to Mantua. 

Lor. Tliat's rigkt — you are colleoted and direct 
In your replies. I dare bo awotn your passion 
Was auch a thing, as by ita neiglibourhood 
Made piety and virtue twice au ricli 
Ab e'er tkey were boforo. How grew it ? Come, 
Thou know'fit tliy heart — look calinly into it, 
And seo liow innocent a tliing it is 
Whicb tliou dost fear to show, — I wait your answer- 
How grew your pasMon ? 

Marl. As my stature grew, 
Which rose without my noting it, until 
Tliey Said I was a wonaan, I kept watch 
Beside what seem'd his death-bed. From beueath 
An avalanclie my father rescued him, 
The sole survivor of a Company 
Who wandei-'d through our mountains. A long timc 
Hia hfe was doubtful, aignor, and he call'd 
For help, whence help alone could come, whioli I, 
Moming and night, invoked along witli him. — 
So first our souls did mingle ! 

Lor. I perceive : — you mingied souls until you 
mingled hearts ? 
You loved at last. — "Was't not the sequel, maid ? 
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Mari. I loved indeed ! If I but nursed a flower 
"Which to the ground the raiQ and wind had bealea, 
That flower of all our gatdeu was my pride ; — 
What tlien was he to me, for whom I thought 
To make a shroud, when, tending on him still 
"With hope, that, baffled Ktill, did still keep up, 
I saw at last the ruddy dawn of health 
Begin to mantle o'er liis pallid form. 
And glow — and glow — tili forth at last it burst 
Into confirmed, broad, and glorious day ! 

Lor. You loved, and he did love ? 

Mar. To say he did, 
"Were to af&rrn what oft his eyea avouch'd, 
What many an action testiiied — and yet — 
What wantcd confirmation of his tongue. 
But if he loved — it brought him not content ! 
'Twas now abstraction— now a start — anon 
A pacing to and fro — anon, a stillness, 
As nouglit remain'd of life, save life itself. 
And feeling, thought, and motion, were extinct ! 
Then all again was action t Diainclined 
To converse, save he held it with himself ; 
Which oft he did, in raoody V' 
And erer and anon invoking Ilonour, 
As some bigh contest there were pending, 'twixt 
Himself and him, wherein her aid he needed. 

Lor. This spoke irapediment : or he was bound 
By promise tn anotber; or had friends 
Whom it behoved him to consult, and doubted ; 
Or 'twixt you lay disparity too wide 
Für love itself to leap. 

Mari. 1 saw a struggle, 
But knew not what it was. — I wonder'd still, 
Tbat what to me was all content, to him 
Was all disturbance ; but my tum did come. 
At length lie talk'd of leaving us ; at length, 
He fix'd the parting day — but kept it not — 
O how my heart did bound ! — Then first I knew 
It bad been sinking, Deeper still it sank 
When next he fix'd to go ; and sank it then 
To bound no more ! He went. 
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hör. To follow liiin, 
Yoii came to Mantua ? 

Mari. What could 1 do ? — 
Cot, garden, vineyard, rivulet, and wood, 
L.ike, sky, and mountain, went along witli him. — 
Could I remain behind ? My father found 
My heart was not at home ; he loved his cliild, 
And asked me, one day, whitlier we should go ? 
I swd, " To Maotua." I foUow'd him 
To Mantua ! to breathe the air he breathed, 
To walk «pon the ground he wallt'd upoii, 
To look lipon the things he look'd upon, 
To look, perchance, on him ! jierchance to bear him, 
To touch him ! never to be kaown to him, 
Till he was told, I lived aod died bis love. 

Lor. I pray you, signor, how do you got on l 
I see you play the woman well as I, 
And, sootb to say, the eye did never weep, 
In whicli her atory could not find a tear ! 
How get you on ? indite you word for word 
As slie deiivers it ? How 's this ! — The page 
As hiauk as first you found it ! — all our pains 
Have gono to lose our time. 

Leon. I have a gift 
Of memory, signor, which belongs to few. 
What onoe I bear, standa as a written page 
Before me ; which, if ask'd, I can repeat 
True to the very letter. — You aliall have 
A proof of this. I have a friend or two 
I fain would snatch a word witb — that despatch'd 
111 meet you at the duke's, and bring with me 
The damsel's story, word for word set down, 
And win your füll content ; or give you leave 
To brand me an impoator, or aught eise 
A man should blush to pass for. Will you triisE nie ? 

Lor. I wiU. 

Leo7i. You may, foc you shall ne'cr repent you. 
I'll bring you aid you littlo count upon. [^Aside.'^ 

\_Goea mit. 

Ant. Nay, nophew, urge your friend to stay. A space 
You have for brief refreshment : and, in sootb, 
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You want it, who, from travel just alighted, 
Must needa to business go. 

Xör. Detain not him ; 
Some needful avocations call upon him. 
I wait your pleaaure. 

Anl. Daugliter, come, 
Some effort lias it oost to teil your atory, 
But prolit comes of it ; — your cause is strong, 
Your vows, whicli virtuatly are anotlier's, 
Heaven doth itself forbid yo« giYc the count '. 
la't not so, nephew ? 

Lor. There I'll found tlie plea, 
Wliich to the conacieace of the duke I'll put. 
Knows he— 'whom, at liis death (which Fm advised 
Took place in Mantua) your father named 
Yoar guardian — knows the commissary this, 
Which thou hast now related ? 

Mari. Not that I know of. 
Myfather'a deatli was sudden. — Longtimo since 
He and the commissary wero acquaintaiice ; 
What pass'd between them, save the testanient 
"Which left me ward unto the commissary, 
I am a stranger to. 

Lor. Since you came liither 
Have you seen him, for sake of whom you came ? 

Mari. No ! 

Lor. Nor hast eine direct, or indirect, 
To find him out ? 

Mari. No, slgnor. 

Lor. And how long 
Have you sojoum'd in Mantua ? 

Mari. Two years. 

Lor. And is your love the same ? 

Mari. Am I the same ? 

Lor. Such conatancy sliould win a blessing. 

Ant. Yes ! 
And Strange as 'tis, what seems to us afBiction 
Is oft a hand that helps us to our wish. 
So may it fall with thee — if Heaven approves ! 

^They (fo out. 
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ACT II. 

8CENE h—Hall of Justice in tke Dukes Palace. 

On one side Bartolo, Beknakdo, Carlo, and others ; on 

the otker, Lords and Ladies, ^. ityc. 

Bar. Silence, signora ! Keep order ! The parties 

in the cause are Coming — here they are ! 

Enter Mauiana Itaning on Antonio, attended bg Lokenzo ; 

qfter fliem the Count Flühio, and varioiis Doetors ofthe 

Bar. That is the maiden, and that the curate upoii 
whom ahe leans. 

Bern. And where's tho count ? 

Bar. Yonder, surrounded by the Doetors of the 
Law. 

Bern- The maid is very fair. 

Bar. Yes, for a burgher's daughter. Husb ! The 
duke approaches. 
The canse will straight come on. 

Enter tke Düke Ferbardo Gon'zaga, and attendants. 

{The whole astembli; rise. 

Fer. Tour seats ! your seats ! C^^ asgemUi/ ail. 
Briog on this cause ! "Who answers for our friend, 
Tlie count ? 

Advo. My lord. so please you, I. 

Fer. Proceed, 

Advo. The question lies between the count, and this, 
The guardian of the maid — whose froward act 
Your higliness is possess'd of — on the one sido : 
The maid berself, and that, the reverend man, 
Who countenance doth lend unto that act, 
Upon the other. Hereon founds the count 
His right unto tlie maiden's band. The will 
And promise of her guardian, unto whom 
Behoves her choiee to bow — for choice herseif 
The maid, of right, hath none. — This were the case, 
Proposed her guardian to affiance her 
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To one in ranlc as far beneath the maid 

Äs is the maid beneath tho count. But lo 

The difference ! By this alliaiice does 

Shc gain a consort of a rank so high 

And wealth so broad, he were pretender fit 

To band of any maid in Italy ! — 

Such is our cause. In tbe firat place, the right 

To give away the maid : and in the next 

That right exerted for her higbest good. 

Bar. He is a good spokesman—- the duke deliberatea, 
Lor. My friend is lost, almost as soon as found. 

He has deceived me. No! he comes at last, 

And keeps indeed bis promise, if he bringa 

Such friends aa tliese to back us ! 

Enter Leonardo Gonzaga as Cferfc to Lorenzo ; /bBoieeti 
by several persans of diatinction. 

Bar. Observe you, signora ! Are not those who 
just now entered relatives and ftienda of bim that were 
the duke, had not mishap stepped in 'twixt bim and 
bis father's eeat ? 

Ber. Theyare. 

Bar. Do they abet the maid ? You see they tabe 
their Station round her : — they are not wont of late to 
frequent the palace. 

Bei". Peace ! the duke is going to speak. 

Fer. Count, on what piea claim you the maiden's 
haud? 

Ftorio. Her gu d n 1 th affianced her to me. 

Fer. Speak yo b d n — states the count the 

Hujo. He doe p! y bigbness ! 

Fer. Wliafs h ! 

Hugo. She lacka a year of her raajority. 

Fer. Her rank ? 

Hugo. Her father was a burgher, 

Fer. Wealth 
Haa she been left ? 

Hugo. Wbat, charily enjoy'd, 
Froni manual labour might, perhaps, exempt her. 

/V. And stoopa tlie count so low to b " 
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Rejected— spum'd ! Lct tlie maiden be given 
Back to her guardiau a custody ; and if 
Obedieiice bc refuscd, Let him enforcc it ! 
The cause is judged. 

Lor. Your highness' pardon, but 
The othcr side's to hear. 

Ver, Who'a he that speaks 'i 

Lor. The counsel for the maid. 

Fer. Let ]iim be wise. 
And not gainsay cur pleasnre. — It is told ! 
The cause is over — finally adjudged. 

Lor. Höw far your highness' power extends I know 1 
Yet though it reaoh unto my life, that life 
I hold to bc my good, and liusband not 
Ä minute longer than it ministers 
llntö niine huaour'a profitable use, 
The duty whicli I should dischai^e in vain, — 
Not through its own demcrit, but defect 
In him whose will avwleth more than right, — 
I leave undone : — but 'giunst ihe power protest 
Which makes me — servant unto justice — alavo 
Unto oppressicu. For the pangs that wring 
That maidea'a heart, be answerable thou, 
Not I! 

Ant. Your highness — 

Fer. Peace ! I will not hear thee, fathor ! 

A?iL Then Heaven will hear me ! I do call on it 
For judgment on tlie man who wrongs this maid ! 
And Sure as I do call 'twill answer me, — 
And speak to theo — he thou that wicked man— 
When power thou hast no longer to cry " Peacp ! " 

Fvr. That wicked man ! 

ÄHt. 0, poverty of earth— 
That men do deeds which win them cvil names. 
And spum the names, but not tlie deeds whicli win 

"Wliat truth instructeth me shall I not speak ä 
Suffer'd the maid from auy violence 
Should he not die ? What callest thou the deed 
Which would condemn her to a loathed bed ? 
Tliink'st thou there'a virtue ia constrained vows. 
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Half-uttei^d — soullesa — falter'd forth in fear, 
To purge the Dausenusness of sucli a deed, 
That Heaven won't smell tiie damning odour on't ? 
And if there ia, then truth and grace are nought ! 
Then sanctity ia nought ! yea, Heaven itself ! 
And in ite empyreal essence lies 
No savour of its sweetnesa ! 

Fer. Peace, I say ! 

Ä»t. Thou canst not bid the thunder hold its peace — 
■\Vhy caieat thou peace to me ? — Nay, bid me speak — 
That thou may'st bear to hear the thunder epealc — 
ITie herald, earth-accredited of Heaven — 
Which when men hear, they think upon Heaven's King, 
And run the items o'er of the account 
To which he's sure to call them, 

Fer. Dread my power ! 

Änt. Dread thou the power from which thou hold'st 
thy power ! 
Proud man, I brave thee where thou sit'st, and in 
The ear of eartli and heaven denounce the aentence 
"Wiiich gives that injured maid to violence ! 

Fer. I'll hear no more ! — Tho cause is judged — the 
maid 
Her rightfui guardian take ! 

Mari. [Advaneinff to cetilre.'j And if he doca 
He takes a corse ! Lo ! death ia at my lips ; 

ITakitiff a small pAial from her bosom. 
The band or foot that offera to approach, 
Commits a murder ! In tliis phial bides 
The baue of fifty Uvea ! pass but a drop, 
Were now the sexton told to dig my grave, 
Were now hia foot upon the shovel set, 
Ere he began, I sliould be ready for it ! 
Who stirs ? Lo, liere I sink upon my knee ! 
Or let tiie count bis liateful auit forego, 
Or let my guardian hia consent revoke, 
Or let the duke recall bis foul decree, 
Or hence. by mine own limbs, I never rise ! 

Fer. Why to the count this streng rcpugnance, girl ? 

Mari. Give thou the oath that none shall stir, I'll 
speak. 
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Fer. I give it tliee, 

Mari. I am a maid betrothed ! 
All but the rites, a wife ! A wedded lieart 
Althottgh unTOedded band ! Beflect on that ! 
Making me give my band unto tlie coiint, 
You make me give what is another's right : — 
CoDstraining me to an unrigliteous act, 
Contenting him where it is base to wiah, 
And doing violence to Ileaven ifaelf, 
Which curses lips tliat move 'gainst conaciences ! 

Fer. tives he of whom you apeak in Mantua ? 

Mari. In. Mantua, be told me be did live. 

Fer. Wliat ! know you not tbe place of bis sojourr 

Mari. Yes ! where he atlll sojourna where'er be i; 

Fer. What place ia that ? 

Mari. My heart ! Thongh travela be 
By land or sea — tbougU I'm in Mantua, 
And lie as distant as the pole away — 
I look bnt into tbat and there lie is, 
Its king enthroned, wlth eveiy thought, wisb, will, 
In waiting at his feet ! 

Fer. This is the mood, 
The (antasy of girUiood ! Do we hold 
Our power of sufferance of a baby-maid, 
Who mocka ns witli a threat she durst not kei;]i '. 
Secure her ! 

Mari. Lo, the phial'a at my Itpa ! 
Let liim wJio would do a niurder, do it ! 
Ilad be a thousand hands to wait upon thee, 
The slightest movement of this little one, 
Would make them uaeless all ! 

Leon. Jly Mariana ! 

Fer. She has dropp'd the pliial. 

Leon. IComififf ßrwariQ Stir iiot, on j'our lives ! 
My Mariana ! 

Mari. Tis he ! 

Leon. It is, my love ! 
'Tis he wbo VfOn thy heart, not aceking it ! 
'Tia he whoae heart thon won'at, not knowing it ! 
WJio saw tbee ricli in all but fortune's gifts. 
And — serviint unto men, tbougb lord of them — 
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Balanoed tlieir poor esteem against thy wealtb, 
Wliich fortune could not matcli ! Accountable 
To othera, never I revcal'd the love, 
I did not aee the way for tliee to bleaa, 
As only thou wouldst bless it ! Now tliat way 
Is clear ! Is open ! lies before my sigLt, 
Without impediment, or anything 
Which, with the will, I cannot ovetleap ! 
And now, my love before ! my love tili now ! 
And still my love '. — now, now, I call thee wife 
And wed thee here — here — liere — in Mantua ! 

Fer. Remove that slave wlio knows not where he ie ! 

Leon, Descend, great duke, who inow'st not wbere 

Fer. "Wliere do I sit ? [thou sit'st ! 

Leon. Why in thy cousin's seat ! 

Fer. He's dead ! 

Leon. He'a not ! He lives, and claims liis seat, 
Back'd by his kinsmen, Monds, and every one 
That owns a loyal heart in Mantua ! 

{_Thrms off his g<yKn. 
Do you not know me, cousin ? 

Fer. Leonardo! 

Z.eoK. Sis years have we been strangers, but I see 
You kuow my father'a face, if not your cousin'a. 

Fer. 1 do, and yield to you that father'a seat. 

Leon. Cousin, the promptness of yonr abdication 
Inveats it with a grace to which we bow. 
We'll spare your sight the pain of our accession. 
And pray that with the parties in this cause — 
(I mean the count and guardian of the maid) 
You now withdraw, and at your former mansion, 
Wait intimation of our ftirther pleasure. 
I would not have you speak, eo please you, now; 
When we confer, it must be privily. 
Yet out of honour to our common blood, 
"Well 03 in pledge of no uiikind intent, 
Your band before you go ! [ Tkey thake handt. 

Fer, Nay, let me speak 
At least my thanks, your highness, and my welcome — 
Before I take my leave. 

[Fekbardo, Flobio, and Huoo, go out. 
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Ant. Rise, signors, rise ! 
Live, Leonardo, üuke of Mantua ! 

Leon. We tliaiik yoii, frieads ! This welcome is of 
tlie heart. 
For you we take tliia seat. Thou revercnd man, 
Be cünfcasor iinto tlie Duke of Mantua : 
Thou man of law and Itonour, l>e hia friend, 
And advocate of state : and both of yon 
Lead liither that abatiacted maid ! But no ! 
Tliat offici! should be mine, [D^cewrfs.] In Italy 
Shines tJiere a brow on whicli Tay Coronet 
Cüuld find so prgud a aeat ? My Mariana, 
Wilt be my bride ? Nay, do not tax thy tongue 
With tliat, thy looks bave scarce the power to speak ! 
Come ! — share my seat with me ! Come, Mariana ! 
The consort of the Duke of Mantua ! 

[.S'fo/aiVii* Mi his arms as the seene clmi-r. 



SCENE 11.—^ Ro<m. in tite Pakce. 
Enter Cosmo and Courier. 

Cos. The dute ? wliicli duke ? I know not wliich ; 
we have liad two within the last ten minutes ; I know 
not which Duke it is thou wanteat, 

Cour. I teil thee, tlie Duke of Mantua. 

Cos. Is thy business public or private ? 

Cour. Dost tbou not see I come from Rome ? There 
are great matters on foot, which it behoves the duk« 
to know ; and herein, if I mistako not, he is apprised 
of tiiem. 

Cos. Nay, then, thy business is puhlic: and of course 
conocrna the reigning duke. 

Cour. Of course it does. 

Cos. I'll bring thee to bim. 

Cour. Lead on ! 
Enter Bautoi«, Bebnardo, and Marco, meeling theai. 

Bm\ Signor Cosmo ! 

Cos. Don't stop me, Signor Bartolo. I'ra in haste. 

Bar. Nay, a Word — only a word. Wlio is that * 
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Co3. A Courier from Roms. 

Bar. I was right, Bemardo. Save you, signor. 
Ynu coine, I hear, from Eome. How are they all at 
Rome? 

Cour. Well, signor — all that I am aoquainted witli. 

Bar, They have a great deal of newa in Korne, 

Cour. Sufficient, signor. 

Bar. One likea to hear the news. 

Cour. I trouble myself little about it. 

Bar. That ia because 'tia your vocation to hear it, 
Nohody is in love with his vocation. Now 'tis the 
reverse with me. I mind the news as much as I mind 
my meals. Pray you, signor, have mercy upon a liun- 
gry man, and teil me tlie news from Rome. 

Cour. Great news, signor, — thcre is going to be a 



Bar. A war! A war, Bemardo - 
pray you, signor, witli what power ar 



■ Cosmo ; — and 
they going to 



Cour. With the Frencli. 

Bar. The devil ! 

Cour. You will have a ßnc opportunity for showing 
your valour, signor. 

Bar. I thank you, signor. I was never an osten- 
tatioua man, I am content to be a man of valour- 
don't care to show it ; but I thank you for the ne 
Come along, Bemardo — Carlo. A war, signors, a w. 
What a glorious tliing is a war ! There'a news ! 

^They go out seeerailff. 



SCENE III.— Me VmtiluU before the Ducal Palace. 
Enter St. Fibkrb. 
St. P. Here be my seat upon the palace steps, 



Älthough they hang me from the portico !- 

Have a heart, Poverty, tliou hast nought to lose, — 

Nor land, uor mansion, nor habiliments, 

That thou aliouldst play the oraven ! That thou call'st 

Thy life — what is it ? — Hunger ! — Nakednesa ! 



•dby Google 



36 THE WIFE : 

A. lodging 'neatli the eavos ! ten scovnful looks 
Tut one of pity ; and that oiie a proof 
That thou'rt an anguiali to ttie acbing aiglit ! 
Tlien wiiat carest thou for cuffs ? Kay, cuff again, 
That they may fall tlie heavier ! — satisfied 
That lie who brains tliee, doea thee, Poverty, 
A thouaand timea the good, lie does thee ill ! — 
Come — keep the portal of the luighty duke 
AViio macle thee what tlio« art ; nor Ict him pass 
Till from his fear thou wring'st an alms, or eise 
A quick release ohtainest früin his wrath ! 

Fff. [_Withotd.'J Be sure thou koep'at tiie hour. 

St. P. Talk of the fiend, 
They say, and here he comes ! here cotnea the duke. 

Fer, [£Btef i»!^]. Hoa ! clear tlie vestibule ! 

Si. P. Groat dukc, desceiid ! 
Xo retinue doth stop your graeious way ! 
Here ia no throng, — for poverty sita here 
Craving a foot of your fair palace steps, 
For lack of better restiüg- place. 

Fei: Wbo are you ? 
What do you here ! 

St. V. Wait, mighty duke, an alms 1 
I could not asli the humble craftsmaD one, 
I UBed to cutf him ;■ — nor tbe tradesman one, 
I used to makc him doff his cap to rae ; — 
Nor yet the merchant one, he gave me way, 
Or I gave him my ahoulder ; — nor the courtier, 
My liilt 1 handled aoon as he touch'd his ;— - 
In hrief, I pass'd by all degrees of inen, 
To heg an alms of the most graiiious duke ! 

Per, Here! 

St. P. Wliat ! a florin ? give it to the street, 
For the abased eye of vagrantry. 
I make no livelihood of raggedness ! 

Fer. Scorn'at thou Tay giil; I 

St. P. Thy gift and thee, great duke ! 
Nay, frown not ! choler doth diaturb digestion, 
Äud that wonld mar thy afternoon's repast ; 
Ijeave wrath to me, who havc not tasted food 
Since Wediiesdny last,— nor louk for nieal tu-tlay. 
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Ter. Wliy that would buy thee five ! 

St. P. Wliat were five meals— 
To starve anew ! I shonid not Hght on thee 
A second time to bog another nlms ! 
Tiiuü woTiIdst take care to shim me ! hetter starve 
Otttright, — for, saviog tliee, most gracious duke, 
Tliere''s Dot a man in Mantua l'd stoop 
To ask a ducat of, 

Fer. "Well, tliere's a ducat, 

St. F. It -will not do. 

Fer. AVhat hoa there ! 

St. P. Softly, duke ! 
Hush ! better far that we confer alone, 
For thy Bake ! mark ! — for tby aake, gracious duke ! 

Fer. What meana the villain ! 

St. F. Eight, duke, that'a my nanie ! 
What do I mean ? 111 teil thee what I mean. 
My wardtobe wants replenisbing ; if puffe 
The wind, my hat is like to lose ita crown ; 
My robe is all tbe covering I have ; 
My shoea are minus nearly half the soles ; 
And then I fain would change my lodgings, duke, 
Which, sooth to eay, is c'en the open stceet — 
Leas spacious would content me ; last of all 
I would be master of a larder, duke, 
"Would serve me, at the sbortest, good a, montli, 
That I might live so long at ease, and See 
If aught turn'd up would make it worth my while 
To shake a band with the fair world again, 
And live on terms with it. — Most gracious duke, 
Give me a hundred ducat? ! 

Fer. Dost thou think 
To rob me at the palace gates ! 

St. F. Wlio robs 
Provides him weapons. I have none, great duke, 
Nor pistol, rapier, poniard, — not a knife : 
I pirted with them one by one for food. 
For weeks liave they been provender to me '. 
Think upon that, great duke, that at a meal 
Spend'at twenty times theit product, and, so please y< 
Give me a hnndred dueats. 
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:S';. /'. No, by St. Jago ! try nie! I luve tlie uso 
<)f niv wits. I'll neitiier leap into a flood, 
Nor run into a fire ! I do know 
The day of the week, tlie month of tlio year, tlie year ,- 
I'll tel! you which are fast days, wliicli are not ; 
But tliat'a no wonder, — I liave kept so many. 
To balance this, I'll teil you feast daya too ! 
I'll write and cipher for you ; — finally, 
ril give you all tlie fractions and tlieir aiims, 
Iiip in a liunclred dueats ! 

Servaiits enter /rom tlm Palacc. 

Fer. Beize liini ! 

St. P. Stop 
Till you liave learn'd my name ! Imports you mucli 
To know it ! 't\n affix'd, most gracious duke, 
To certain doctiments which only wait 
Your leave to see tlie ligbt. 

Fer. Wliat documeüts ? 

St. P. Shall these o'erhear, or private lie our apeech ? 

Fer. \Tii Sernmits^ You may witbdraw a pacc or 

St. P. You see, [two. 

(Ireat diike, I am not mad. 

Fer. What documents ? 

■S(. P. One memorandum for a hundred crowns, 
l'or wliipping one tliat did oft'end your grace : — 
I paid me with the pleasure of the task, 
X<ir ask'd the hire, bat kept the document. 
.Anotlier, for enliclng to a haunt 
Of interdictcd phiy, a wealthy heir : 
1 sc'orn'd the hire for tliat, — -though sliame to say it, 
T did not scom to earn it — but I kept 
l'iie document. — A third — 

Fer. Enough— St. Pierre! 

St. P. Aha ! you know me now ? 

Fer. How ehanged thou art, — 
I nc'er had known thee ! 

St. P. It wore Strange if want 
I-ook'd like abimdance — which was never yet 
Akin tu it. 
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Fer. Ilere take my purse ! 

St. P. 'Tis rieh— 
Holda it ii hundred ducats ? 

Fer. Twice the sum— 
I want thee — that sufGce. 

St. P. That does suffiee ! 

Fer. Got thee habihments more rieh than these,-— 
Appointments, too, fit to consort with them ; 
And come thou to mine aneient maDsion straight. 

St. P. I must dine first. 

Fer. Eat sparingly. 

St, P. Indeed ! 
I ace thou want'st me then, — I'U go and dine. 

Fer- Thy tears are not a pledge for continence. 

St. P. I'U dine lipon a crust ! Nay, fear me not — 
What timo am I to take in all? — two houva? 

Fer. The half naight serve thee. 

St. P. Well ; we'll aay the half,— 
The quarter shall suffice me, if tho« wilt ! 

Fer. Mate it aa brief aa may be. 

St. P. Work that's sweot 
Is quickly done. — I'll eome in half an hour. [^Goes out. 

Fer. That which had been my baue an hour ago 
Is now my medicine ! This fellow owns 
A quick and aubtle wit ; a reckless daring ; 
And hath a winning tongue withal and 'haviour ; 
Easy of conacience too — yet stil! contrived 
To keep some credit with the court. I know 
The use of him ; he has been mine, and mine 
He needs must be again. So ! — Suddenly 
He quitted Mantua, and left with none 
A clue to find the cause, — nor laek'd ho then 
Wardrobe or ducat ; misery has changed him ; — 
Her work abundance quickly ahall undo ! 
I know the uae of him, and I will uae him. 

Enter Covst Flobio. 
Now, count, what bringa yon hither ? 

Florio. News, my lord, 
Enaures my welcome ! A brief honeymoon 
Hath fate decrecd your coiisin : scarce he takea 
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Tlie seat were fittcv yours, and weds Iiia bride, 
Ere comea advice the states must take tlic field 
Against the power of Francp. 

F&r. Good newa, indeed ! 

Florio. Forthwith lio liica to Rome— 

Fer. Most welcome news ! 

Florio. And by entreiity of bis Council, you — 
As next in rank aiid lineage— are appointed 
Oiir regent in tiis abaence. 

Fer. That'a the best newe. 

Florio. His heart, that was againat you, softeucd 
By prosperity, or by your ready yieiding, 
Or giving way to the suddcti exigence, — 
He offere reconcilement Iiy your friends. 
And atraight you are invited to his preaenco. 

Fer. I eome ! great news — I thank you — glorioi 
news! " ITh;/ yo o: 



ACT II T. 
SCENE l.—An Apartment in tke l'alace. 

Enter Febhabuo and Flohio. 

Fer. Another yjctory ! 

Fhrio. So the nimoiw runs. 

Fer. Why fortune playa the minion to him ! Does 
His wish not only, bnt anticipates it ! 
Chief after chief she tbrusts aaide, that hu 
May head tho war, and, when he takes the lead, 
Her iHoody favour, wavering before — 
Alternate sun andcloud— shines fully forth 
With strong and ateady beani. — Have many fallen ? 

Florio. A host, 'tis said, on eilher side. 

Fer. No wound, 
No hurt for him ? 

Florio. 'Tis so reported. 
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F^r. Ha! 

Florio. Thougli twioe he changed Iiis charger — 01 
dUabled, 
The aecond wounded mortally ! 

Fer. And !ie 
As safe as aittting in his ducal chair ! 
Why dangers, that are thorns to other nien, 
For him do change to flowers ! 

Florio. The diichess still 
Porsists in her seclusion. 

Fer. There again 
I'm baffled ! would she mingle with the court, 
I'd make for him the home of peace what fails 
The field of war to prove. I know niy cousin, — 
For boyhood, thoughtless, often shows the man 
Which manhood, wary, hides. A sense he hae, 
That's sickly tender to the touch of ahame. 
I have aeen him, at a slight imputed fault 
Colour to flame— anon grow a^y pale— 
The dew in drops upon his forchead starting, — 
His tongue without its use — his mouth agape — 
His universal frame vacuity 
Of action and of power, — and anon 
The giare and din, and tossing of the tempest ! 
To wound his honour to the quick, would be 
To ating his core of life ! 

Florio. Thou couldst not hopc 
To wound it through his wife — whose love for him, 
Gives, in his absence, all things to neglect ! 
Her bounding palfrey cannot woo her forth ; 
l'he palace vibrates with the dance, and still 
She keeps her lonely cell. You talk to her 
Of plays and shows — a statue liata to you : 
She Tisits no one — no one she receives. 
What Chance of practiaing upon a wife, 
Who, for an only absent lord, observes 
A atemer widowhood, than many hold 
In honour of a dead one ! — why do you smile ? 

Fer. To think, to what account a Httle art 
Might tum a little swerving, in a case 
Of self-denial, carried thus like hers 
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32 THE wiFE : 

Tu the adniired extreme \ I wouUl St. Pierre 
llad kept his restless spirit more in clieck, 
Piid to my will Submission, as he used, 
Afid not enlisted in niy cousiii's train, 
But stfipp'd in Mantua ! Hy plana were laid, 
Were sure, and lung ere tliis liad bccn matared, 
But for bis wilfulness. 

Florio. Ofwhatavail 
Ilad been bis presence bere 1 

Fer. l sbould have found 
A use für liim. Nc'er knew I yet tlic car 
Ile could not keep a hold of, once he eauglit it. 
Tliat fellow witb his tongue has wen more hearta 
Than any twenty men in Mantua, 
AVitb tongiies, and forms, and faecs ! I had contrived 
T" throw bim in her way. 

Florio. There were no cbance — 

Fer. I know, — -but I could make appearaucos 
Supply the place of facts — especially 
In her liusband^s abaence — so tbat conti dence 
Itself would constnie guilt wbere no guilt was ! 
So would I sliow her to the eyes of all, 
Tbat, though alie were the snow itself, new fallen, 
Men would believe her spotted ! 

Florio. If 'tis true 
That he was chai^ed witb tbe despatches hithti- 
Of this new Tictory — 

Fer. Saint Pierre ? 

Florio. Saint Pierre. 

Fer. 'Tis so reported ! 

Florio. 'Tis. 

Fer, Then, proves it true, 
Before he is an hour in Mantua 
He must be stiipp^d of every ducat ! Mind, 
Of that must tliou take care ! [^S/touts.^ 
What raean those shouta ? 

Florio. They herald, doubtjess, tbe approacli of liini, 
Tbat's bearer of the news. 

Frr. If 'tis Saint Pierre, 
The moment he alights, away witji bim 
To a house of play^you are bis master — haste ! 
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Your Signal lie will answer readilj, 

Aa doth the bird uf game his clialkiiger ! 

Florio. ni do my best. [Gü« oul. 

Fer. So do. — Tbe confessor ! 
The Cards come round to me ! A score to one, 
I hoid tbe winning hand.- — -His reverence, 
I have contrived to make at last my friend, 
Yoiir cliurchiiian dearly loves a convertite. 
And he believes me his. A kindly man, 
But, once reaolved, to error positive : — 
And, froia his calling, credulous to weaknpss, 
Tonching the proneneas of the flesh to sin — 
I have well consider'd him. 

Enler Antonio. 
Yoiir blessing, father. 

Ant. Thou hast it, son. 

Fer. Wlience come you now ? No doubt 
From the Performance of some pious deed — 
The shriving of somesin-oppressed souI — 
The soothing of some sorrow-stricken lieart— 
Or Sweet relieving of some needy child 
Of raerciless adversity. 

Ant. No, my son, — 
But from a trespasser tbat's yet unshriven ; 
A daughter who has swerved, and on whose soni 
I had thoiigbt as soon to find the soll of sin 
As tamish upon new-refined gold ! 
A wife, who in the absence of her !ord, 
Lived like thy cousin's wife ; with meana to bless 
Desires incontinent ; a miracle 
Of self-secluded, lonely chastity. 

Fer. He comea in the very vein ! You spoke just now 
Of my cousin's vsife. There's news of my dear couain. 
And, with Submission, I would recommend 
Her grace to sliow heraelf to day. Methinka, 
If oniy for her health, she keeps hcrself 
Too mnch alone. 

Anl, So have I told ber grace. 

Fer. Indeed ! I marvel that she perseverea 
In tbe face of your admonishment ! More striet 
c3 
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31 THE WIFE : 

Wiiuld ahü be tbüiigUt, than you, a lioly iii.iii 
Would counse! her to be ? Forgive me, fatlier, 
If 'tis uncharitable in me, but 
I never lored extremes ! Yotir constant weatber 
Is still the moderatc, father. Stomas and calms 
Are briüf. 

Ant. YoTi are right, my son. 

Fer. I had been pleaaed 
Leas had she sbown her fondness for iier lord. 
Love, of it3 üwn fidelity assiired, 
Ne'er studies the display on't ! 

Jnt. Nay — slie loves 
Her lord. 

Fer. And yct 'tis the p d m n 
Of luve to wane upon po n ^ 1 > 

I See much guard, I cvcr d nf 
Some doubt ; i do not m n d 1 b a ■ — 
Instinctive only, Paasio a pasa n f 1 er, 
Earth, whieh the nigher w d aw H aven, the more 
"We cast away, 

Ant. You reason well, my aon. 

Fer. I would not have you think I doubt her Gracp I 
Yet Iiad slie more confided in heraelf, 
Lived like herseif — apijearcd among the court— 
Courteoua to all — particular to none, 
Save those to whom, next to her lord, she owes 
Her highest duty — my reliance on lier 
"Were stronger ! Is't uncharitable, father, 
To say so ? — speak, and frankly— Whereforo eise 
Put I my heart into your saintly hands ? 

Anl. Nay, son — I think you speak in charity 
Aa one who blamea through love. We'll see tbe duclies?. 
And jointly recommend to her a life 
Of less severe rcstraint. 

Fer. I tbank your reverenco ! 
You know I owe her grace some small amends, 
And truat me, father, gladly would I make thcm 1 
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SCENE II. — Änte-RoQtn to ike Chamber of the DiKhesi 

— A Windme overlooking the Street. 

Enter Floribei.. 

Fh. A merry life for twenty-one to lead. 
And in a, woma,n too ! from mtirn tili night 
Mew'd in alnnely tower ! Heigho ! It is 
My lad/a will. I would sbe had been boro 
In Mantua, where wives their liusbands love 
lu reason ! Well 1 — We'll live in hope she'll leam 
In time. I used to lead a dozen kinda 
Of life in a day ! — Now, in a dozen days 
I lead but one ! Ere breakfast was a nun ; 
Then play'd the boiisewife ; after that, to horso ; 
Tben, dinner o'er, a Naiad on the lake, 
Floating to music ! Evening clianged the scene 
Again ; and night again, — whicb I did close 
In my balcony, list'ning by the moon 
The melting cadence of the Serenade ! 
Now raorning, evening, noon, and night are nought — 
But morning, evening, noon and night. No change 
SavG in their times and nnnies ! Whal I get up 
I last throughout the day, and so lie down, 
The aolitary lady of the duchess ! 
And how I bear it ! Wonderfully ! Past 
Belief ! l'U do't no longer ! If I do, 
Then never was I bom in Mantua, [_Sh<iufg.'2 
What's tliat ? the city all astir ! — a crowd 
Before tbe palace — I will ope the casement ; — 
I feel as I could leap into the street ! 

^Opens Casement. 
Enter Mabiana, 

Mari. What do yon at the casement, Floribel ? 

Flo. Look from it, madani. 

Mari. Tbat I see. At what 
Is it you look ? 

Flo. At bappy people, madam,— 
Some Standing, others Walking, others running; 
All doing what they list — like merry birda 
At liberty. 
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Mari. Comc from tlie caseiiient — shiit it. 

Fio. Nay, ratlier you ajjproacli it, madam '. Do ! 
And look from't too — there's iiews, and from your lord ! 
Look — there's tlie Courier ! 

Mari. [_Approachinff tke winilinü.'^ Wliere l 

Flo. That cavalier, 
WLo tries to pass along, liut cannot, so 
Tlie tlirong do press lipon liiiii. 

Enter Ferhabdo and Antonio. 

Fm: [_Amde lo Antonio.] At the caseiiient ! 

Mari. 'Who is tliat cavalier ? 

Flo. The Courier, madam. 

Marl. I know — but who is he f 
His family — liiä name ? I cannot tako 
My eyes from !iis face ! wlio is he ? Can't yuu teil ? 
I have a stränge desire to know his naiiie ! 

Fer. £^#!ife (o Antonio.] Father! 

Flor, ril fly and learn it. 

Mari. Do, good girl ! 
And soon as yo« have Icarn'd, fly back again ! 

IßLoamEL j/oen out. 

Fer. lAside to Antonio,] I pray you mark, biit 
speak not — 
^Apfroaa/ies tke iBitidow on tiptae, ivturfts, iiwl 
gpeaks to hiriuelf. 
It is St. Pierre ! 

Incrodible ! [^u Antomo.] It is tlie courler, father, 
Of whom they were discoursing. 

Mari. I liave lost him ! 
He hos entered the palace — I should like again 
To See him — I should like to speak to him \ 

Fer. £^Aside to Antonio.] My lifo on't slie will hold 
a conrt to-day — 
Accost her, father. 

Ant. Benedicitc, 
Fair daughter. 

Mari. Father !— What, his graee ! — I tliink, 
Or I mistake, there's newa from my deav lord ? 

Ant. Madam, there ia, and happy news.— Your lord 
Has won aiiutiiLT victory ! 
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Fer. All Mantua 
Would have a heart of overflowing joy, 
"Would but your highness notify yout will 
To let it speak its happinesa, and pay 
• Congratdations to you. — May I hope 
You do not pause from doubt ? Your confessor 
Approves your higliness somewliat sliould relax 
Your life of close aeclusion, 

Mari, [ßjur apause.'^ Be it so. 

Fer, {aside to Antonio,] I told you, father— 

^Floribel re-enters. 

Flo. Madam, he is call'd — 

Fer. St. Picrri!-— you mean the Courier 
Tliat brought these liappy tidings? 

MaH. Floribel, 
I want your aid, JMy lord, and i-everend father, 
Soon as my toilet'a made I ahall destend. 

^Mariana and Floribel go out. 

Ant. What kind of man is this ? 

Fer. A kind of devil, 
That grasps you witli his eye, as fascinate 
Serpenta, 'tia said, their prey : — a tongue to match, 
In gloaing speech, the maater-fiend hiniself ! 
I'm troubled, father. Was the danie you spoke of 
Indeed a pattem, like my couain'a wife, 
Of aaintly self-denial ? 

Ant. Ycs, my son. 

Fer. I gi'ieve we urged her highness with her pre- 
aence 
To grace the court to-day. I tremble for her, 
Come ! Shall I teil thee aoniething — No, I will not ! 
"When you can lead the sea, you'll aound the depth 
Of woman's art. — Would you believe it — Ko — 
"Wliile there'a a doubt suspicion ahould be dumb. 
Tiiink'at thou I would hare back'd her guardian'a auit 
But that I knew he liad Ins reasona ? — 'Sdeath ! 
Wiiat am I doing ? — Come, your reverence, 
The man of proper charity condemna not, 
Escept upon enforcement. All is right ! 

\They go out. 
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as THE WIPE : 

SCENE III.— ^ Boom in the Palac<: 
Eiifer Flobio and Cosjio. 

Florio. Wliere Is the rcgent 1 

Cos. Witli tlte coiifessop 
In the Chamber of the duuhess. Nay, my lord, 
He has quitted It, and ia herc. 

Florio. You may witlidraw. 

[CosMO ^es out ort one side. Enter Fek. o» the oiker. 

Fer. Well? where's St. Pierre?— I thought you 
were together ! 

Florio. "We were, but parted for a moment. Fortune. 
In the task you set me, kindly has farestalled iüc. 
Halting to bait mithin eonie miles of this 
He met a friend, whosa band he scarce had shaken 
Ere the teady dice wete out. In brief, your grace. 
He has enter'd Mantua ducatless ! — Of my u\vn counsc! 
I broke to bim your need of his assistance, 
Tonching your cousin's wife — and promised bim 
A pledge, I knew your bigimess will redeeni, 
Replenisb'd coffers, would he undertake 
To pleasure you. 

Fer. Will he do !t ? 

Florio. Süllen] y, 
But fuHy be consented — -lie is here. 

Fer. Retirc a little. [Count retires. 

Enter Sr. Pierbe. 
Welcome, St. Pierre ! — welcome my friend ! — I'm glad 
To see you. 

Sl. P. Would you take me for a knave ? 

Fer. Wbat meaii you ? 

Sl. P. Would you take me for a kuavc ? 

-Fw. No. 

St. P. No ? Why then I'm fit to do your pleasure. 
Come ! — to my wijrk — wben am I to begin ? 

Fer. Thü matter ? 

St. P. I liave lived an honest life 
These six montbs — knavery is new to me I 
I set about it feveriahly. 

Fer. What! 
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Is't knavery to net a pretty woman ? 
Tliey catch birda so. 

St. P. Psliaw ! — I am past the time. 
JV. Mittd is the briglitness of the body — lighta it, 
When years, its proper b«t less subtle iire 
Beging to dim. Man, I could teil thee how 
Slie conn'd thy visago from her caaement; eent 
Her confidante to learn thy name : seemed lost 
At losing thee ! Win thou discourae with her. 
And hold it when thou winn'st it, — 'twiU content me 
Thou make her bui the object of remark. 
Away 1 Go lean on yonder pedeata!, 
And watch thy opportunity to draw 
Her Dotice towards thee — Thy obeiaance does it ; 
Or anything most alight ; — her lord's succesa 
Is plea that you accost her ; she is new 
To the court, — a atranger to its law of diatance, 
Which 'tis espedient thou infringe. — Couldst master 
Aught that's abont her person — eay a ring, 
A hrooch, a chain, in curiosity 
Beaought of her for near inspection, then 
Mislaid or dropp'd — not to be found again, — 
It were a thouaand ducata in thy band. 
''Sdeath, man, hold up thy liead, and iook at fortunc, 
That smiles on thee, and aska thee to emhrace her ! 
"Wbat dost thou gaze at ? 
St. P. Who is that ? 
Fer. The ducheaa. 

St. P. Indeed, a lady of surpaaaing beauty ! 
Fer. An irksome task, methinks, I've set you — 
Conie! 
Ahout it ! to thy post ! 

St. P. Surpassing fiür ! [Gtw« oui. 

Fer. [looking after Aim.] He has caught her eye 
already, — excellent ! 
He bowa to her ! Doea she cnrtsey ? — yea, i' faith ! 
And to the yery ground ! Yon're welcome, air ! 
He apeaks to her ! How takes she his adyances ? 
She entertains them ! They pass on in converse! 
Hold it but on, she'a lost ! [Flobio comes down. 

Do you See ? 
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I wiali him fortuno ! Äs I lovod her oncc. 
I even toathe her now ! 

Fer. Could yoii beliove it ? 
He cmsses her, and straight her eye ia cauglit ! 
He spcaks, and straiglit is master of lier cav ! 
Solace for baffled hopcs ! From infancy 
I loathed my cousin for his clder riglit, 
And leap'd into liis seat with ligliter spring, 
Than he, I thought, had miss'd it ! He returns, 
And I, with hmnbled brow, in sigbt of all 
Descend, that he may mount ! I'll pay him shamü 
For shame ; — -but he shall have't with interest ! 
Wliere is the confessor? I niust to him. 
Mix witli the Company, and point to tliem 
Tlie eye of questioning remark : witli looks 
Speak sentences ! — Moro aiirely doea not raiao 
One wave another wave, than inarvel grows 
On morvcl. — Inteijectiona have n world 
Of argument ! " Inerediblc !" — " Odd!" — "Strange!" 
Will make a thousand hearcra prick their earä. 
And conjure wonders out of commoncst things 1 
Then with coramiaeration yoii may do 
A murder easily! " Alack !" '■ Alaa !" 
Use daggera that seeni tears. — Away! Away! 
For now or never is the golden hour 1 f ^^'fj' ffo ""'- 



SCENE IV. — Another Boom in the Palatx. 
Eliter Mabiana and St. Pierre. 

Mari. 1 tliank you for tlie story of your travelfi : 
Yöu make ine wish to aee the worid, of which 
Such wonders you relate. I think you said, 
You were hut newly come to Mantua ? 
You miist have heen in Urantua before, then, 
So many seem to know you ''. 

St. P. I have hecn 
Before in Mantua. 

Mari. 'Tis very stränge, 
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Bnt wlien I saw thce first I feit as if 

We were of cid acquaintance ! liavc we met 

Before ? 

St. P. No, lady. 

Mari. It is very stränge, 
You have never beeii in Switzerland ? 

St. P. Oh, yes, 
It is my birth-place. 

Mari, Ay! aoisitniine. 
'Tis a dear country! never met we liiere ? 

St. P. Nö. 

Mari, No ! 'tis odd ! how raany years is"t since 
You were in Switzerland ? 

St. P. Tis fifteen ycars. 

Mari. So long ! I was an infant tlien — ^no, no, 
We have not met before — 'Tis odd — at ieast 
You are my countryman! 

^Holdinff out her hand« to Mm, 

[^Fisitors have bem occcnionally crosdnff the stage 

during this seene, ohseming Makiana and St. 

Pierre. Enter in the back-grownd, Antonio 

and Ferra RDo. 

Fer. Had I been told it, 
I would not liave believed it, 

Mari. Switzerland 
la a dear countrv! Switzerland ! 

St.P. Itis 
Tlie land of beauty, and of grandeur, lady, 
Where looks the cottage out on a domain 
The palace cannot boast of. Seas of lakes. 
And hiUs of forests ! crystal wavea that rise 
'Midat mountains all of snow, and inock the sun, 
Returning bim bis flatning beams more thick 
And radiant than lie sent tlieni. — Torrents there 
Are bounding floods ! and there the tempcst roama 
At large, in all the tecrors of its glory ! 
And then our Valleys ! ah, tliey are the bomes 
For bcarts ! our cottages, our vineyards, orcbarda, — 
Our pasturea studded with the herd and fold ! 
Our native strains that melt us as we sing tbem ! 
A free — a gentle — simple — honest people 1 
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Man. 1 see them, signor, — I'ni in Switzerland ! 
I da not stand in Mantua ! — dear country 1 
Except in one thing, I'm not riclier, signor, 
Tlian wlien. I was a cliild in Switzerbmd, 
And mistrcss only of this little cross. 

\_Presunff tlw cross to her breast. 

Sl. P. £Anx!oiisli/.'] Your pimion, lady ! Pray you 

That cross again ! 

Mari. Riglit willingly. 

Ant. ]^Cominff for«)ard.2 Hence, sigaor ! 

Mari. Father! 

Ant, I pniy yo«r grace retire — but first 
Gommand tliat libertine from tlie apattment ! 

St. P. Y_Stemly surveying altemalely Antonio and 
Fehrardo. J I go, yoiir revcrence, of mine own 
accurd. [_Goes out, follmeed hy Ferbabdo. 

Mari. Fatliar, what nieant you hy tliat word wliich 
turn'd 
My very blood to ice ? 

Ant. Behoves your highness 
To keep your eye upon your liusband's lioniiur, 
If not upon your own ! 

Mari. How! 

Ant. Heaven alone 
Oan judge the lieart ; — men must decide by actions, 
And yours to-night to all have givenoffenca. 

Mari. OfFence ! 

Ajit. A woman liath in every State 
Jlost need of circumspection ; — most of all 
When she becomes a wife ! — slie is a spring 
Must not be doubted ; if sho is, no oath 
That eartb can utter will so purge tha stream 
That men will think it pure. 

Mari. Is this in me ? 

Ant. Wonnen wlio play the wanton^ — 

Mari. Fatber ! 

Ant. Daugbter ! 
Tbat luok and tone of bigli command become 
Tby State indecd. 

Mari. iSo, fatber, not my state — 
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They become me ! — state greater — higher far, 
One wlio descryed tliat name I blush'd to liear — 
And tiinn, a revercnd man, shouldst bluah to use — 
Might fill ! but tboiigb it were an enipreas'a, 
I woiild defy her in her breast to seat 
Tlie heart that'a throned in mine ! If 'tis a crime 
To boaat — heaven pardon you — you liave iiiade nie 
sin! 

Ant. Behoves ua heed appearancea ? 

Mari. No, father, 
Beliorea us heed deairea and thoughtsl and let 
Appearances be what they may be— you 
Shall never shape them so, that evil men 
Will not their own conatruction put upon them. 
Father, it was the precept of my father. 

Anf. He little Icnew the world. 

Mari. He kaew what's hetter, 
Hearen, and the smile of his own conacience ! 
What have I dnne ? 

Anf. Given cause of scandal, daughter. 

Mari. How ? 

Ant. By a preference so mart'd, it drew 
The eyea of all upon you, 

Mari. Evil eyes — 
Which see defect in frank and open deeds ! 
The gentleman appear'd mine cid acquaintance — 
Tiiat drew nie towarda him : — I discover'd now 
He W38 my countryman — that makes allies 
Of even foea that mcet in foreign lands, 
Then well may couple strangers : — be diseoursed 
Of my dear native country, tili its peaks 
Began, methought, to cleave the sky, as there 
ITiey stood before me !— I was happy — pleased 
With him that made me so — Out of a straw 
To raise a conflagration ! 

Ant. You forget 
Yoti are not now the commisaary'a ward, 
But conaort to the Dnke of Mantua. — 
You're a changed woman. 

Mari. No, i' faitli, the same ! 
My akin ia not of otlier texture — Thig, 
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My band, is just the liand I knew befure ! 

If iny glasg teils tbe trutb, tbe face and form 

I liave to-day, I had to-day last year ! 

My mind is not an incb tlie taller grown 

Tlian mellowing time hatli made it in bis contse i 

^nd, for my lieart — it beats nut in my breast, 

If in tlie ducnl cbair of Mantna, 

'Tia not tbe aame I bad, wben I did sit 

On sorae wild turret of my native hüls, 

And bnm with lovo and gratitiide to lieaven 

That made a land so fair, und me its daugbter t 

Ani. Hear me ! yoii have wrong'd your lord, 

Mari. 1 bave wrong'd my loi'd ! 
How liavo I wrong'd my lord ? 

Ant. By entertaining 
With mark'd and special preference, a man 
Until to-day a perfect stratiger to tliec. 

Mari. Go on ! 

Ant. Ile is a iibertine. 

Mari. Go on ! 

Aiit. A woman wbo bas sncii a fricnd Iias nousbt 
To do witb boneat nien. 

Mari. Go on ! 

Ant. A wife 
Uns done with frienda ! — her beart, bad it the room 
Of twenty beavts, her huaband ought to fiU, — 
A friend that leaves not apace for other friends, 
Bave such as nature's earliest Warrant have 
To house tbere, 

Mari. You are right in tbat ! Go on. 

Am. A court's a place where men liave nced to 

Their acta and words not only, but their looks ; 

Fot prying eyes beaet them round about, 

That wait on aught but thoughts of cbarity. 

"Wbat wore tliy words I know not, bnt tby acts 

Have bcen the comment of the Court to-day. 

Of eyes that gaped witb marvel — groups that stood 

Gazing upon thee — leaning ears to lipa, 

Whose wlnapers, were their Import known to thee, 

Ilad stunn'd tbcc worse tlian thundt'r ! 
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Mari. So! Go on. 

Ant. What if tliey reach tliy consort ? 

Marl. Wliat ! 

Ant. Ay, what ! 

Mari. He'U spurii tiiem as he ougiit ; as I do spurn 

For shame 1 for shame ! Me thou shouMstnot arraign, 
Biit ratlier tljose who basely question me ! 
Fathcr, the heart of innocence is bold ! 
Teil me, how coniea your Court to harljour one 
Wiiom I ahould blusli to speak to ? If ita pride 
Be not the bearing that lonks down on vice, 
■\Vliat right has it to hold ita bead ao high ? 
Endure at Court what from our cottage door 
My fatlier would bave spurn'd ! — If that's your Court, 
i'll be nor alave nor mistreas of your Court 1 
Fatber, no more ! E'en from tljy reverend Ups 
I will not hear wbat I've no rigbt to iist to, 
What ! — taint my lord with question of my truth ! 
Could he who proved my love on grounds so broad 
As I bave given my lord, on grounda so mean 
Descend to barbour question of my love — 
Tbougb broke my heart in the disseverment, 
He were no Jonger lord or augbt of mine ! 
Father, no raore ! I will not hear theo .' Frown — 
Heaven does not frown ! — ^to lieaven I turn from theo. 
CG«. «... 
Ant, This confidence offends me, — Swerving virtue 
Eudureth not rebuke — while that, that'a ateadfeat, 
With smiling patience suna the doubt away, 
Wherewith miatrust would cloud it ! 'Tis not right — 
An eye ao firm-resentful — Speech so lofty — 

M^RiANA enters unperceived, and kneeh to him. 
An air of auch defiance — 

Mari. Fatlier ! 

Ant. Daughter ! 

Mari, 1 am thy daughter ! O my father, blesa me ! 
Were I the beat, I were not 'bove tby charity, 
Were I the worat, I sbould not be beneath it ! 

Ant. Tiiow hast my blessing. 
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Mari. Ere I break ray fast 
To-morrow, fathev, I'll ranftas to tliee, 
And thou siialt know how little or liow muoli 
I merit what tlum giveat ine ! so, güod night ! 

AnC. Good night, fuir daughter. Benadicite ! 

[ The^ <]<) out seterall;/. 



ACT IT. 

SCENE l.—Ä Street. 

Unter Babtolo, BeH^ARl>o, Carlo, aiid others. 

Bar. Hush, Signora ! speak aoftly ! 'Tis treasMi, 
and we may be hanged for it. — So the matter Stands ! 
Tlie youDg Duchess, I fear me, is an old sinner— and 
what a eajnt she Jouked ! Let no man niarry a wit'e 
■wholooka like a aaint. Plcase Providence, mine sliall 
be as ilI-fa''oiired as Satan ! 

Ber, 'Tis a way to make sure of a wlfe. 

Bar. It is, signor. Siicli is tUe value uf beauty. 
Let any man take his own case. Now myaelf, für 
instante — how many a acrapa should I have avoided liad 
I been born as ill-favoured as some people ! He is tht 
happiest man, be assiired, wlinm no one has reason tf.' 
enTy. — Now, thou art a liappy man, Bemardo. 

Ber. I tliank you, Signor Bartoio. 

Car. But when happened t!iis ? 

Bar. I told yon it liappened about half-an-hour ago. 

Ber. Pritliee, signor, toll it Tis agaiii ? 

Bar. Well tben, draw near, and rtmeniber you art 
awom to »ecrecy. 

All. "We are, we are ! 

Bar. You know I am fond of tlie newa — tlioiigh 1 
liave aa Jittle curiosfty as any man. Well, whcre can 
one get new9 if not at the palace ? So, to tlie palaoe I 
went tliia morning, as I do every moming. — Few per- 
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sons liave ailmittance at tlie pakce as I liave, for they 
are people of discretion at the palace, and suffcr not 
rogues that come peeping and prsring — spiea and blab- 
bers — scoundreh of no trust ur honesty-— bot I have 
admittance to the palaee, for tboy know nie.— 

Ber. Well! 

Bar. When I enternd it aU was confusion ! One 
running tliis way, another that way. One whispering 
tbis person, and every ono wttb wonder in hia looks! 
I Warrant you I did not look the figure of wouder too. 

Car. Gd on, good Bartolo. 

Bar, Weil : I happen to have a friend or two at the 
palace — Lutky for me that I liave so — there is no doing 
anytbing tbere witboiit a friend, — " Would that such a 
one was here," aaid I to niyself ; and scarce had I aaid 
it, when in mna the very man I was thinking of. 

Ber. Excellent ! 

Bar. Just in the nick of time, or I verily believe I 
should have died of wonder ; — at the same time, every 
one knows I am tbe leaat curious man in all Mantua. 
Well, in runa my friend, just in the nick of time. — 
"The matter?" cried I. " Treason," whiapered he, 
" but I dare not breathe it for my life."— " What ia it ?" 
sajd I ; " ril be aa mute aa tbe marbie nnder my feet." 
— " You shall hear it," cried be, " for you are a lad of 
diaoretion, and have a guard upon your tongue." You 
sec, aignors, that I have a character at the palace. 

Ber. Go on, Bartolo. 

Bar. Well ; aa I told you before, the substance was 
this — and nothing more nor tess : — Julian St. Pierre, 
wlio \iSB lately retumed to tbe Court, and for hia wild 
practices would have beeo dismissed from it many a 
year ago, but for the favour of the Duke Ferrardo, — 
tbis Julian St. Pierre, I say, was half an hour ago dis- 
covered atealing from tbe ante-room that leads to the 
ducheas's chainber, and secured npon tbe spot. 

Ber. and Carlo. Go on ! 

Bar. I have no more to teil you — you know as mucli 
as I do. — But be discreet ! a silent tongue betokena a 
wise head ! I cannot stay with you longer. I hava 
some fricnde in the nest atreet to see : othera in ths 
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Street beyond ! mnre agnin, in the street beyond tliat ! 
I know not liownianyl liave to sec! I have the wliole 
eity tu See. New bo diacreet !— remember 1 got it as 
I give it, on promise of secrecy^be di§creet ! — Uis- 
covered half an lioiir ago, stealing trora the ante-rooni 
that leada to tbe dncbess's cliamber ! — be discreet, I 
nay— a silent tüEgiie. a wise head ! — Be discreet— b« 
tiiscreet ! \Jl'liey go out seteraUi/. 



SCENE Il.—Anu-Room, Uadwj to tite Duchegss 

Apartment. 

Knter Makiaxa. 

Mari. Or I liave bad aweet droauis, whuse üeetiiif; 
forma 
Have but the charm of their fair presence Jeft ; 
Or by my coucli liath »ome good angel watcU'd, 
And on my !a])3ed unconacious spirit breathed 
The balmy fragrance of his lieavenly visit ; 
So light my heart as it werc olad with winga 
And floated in tiie eun ! fliy lord — my lord ! 
Hüw is tbis ? 'tis stränge ! at tliought of my dear lord 
My soaring heart hath dropp'd at once to earth. 
It is the incidenta of yeaternight 
Tbe tbought of him recals ! —I feel as tboiigh 
I fear'd my lord ! or is't tho wovld I fear ? 
Tlie World which yestcrnight I dld defy, 
liiit now begin to think upon its snares, 
And feel, as they beaet me round so tliick, 
I cannot Step but I do tread upon 
The precincts of perdition ! Blessed mothei ! 
My heart is heavy as just now 'twas light. 

Enter Antonio. 
My confessor ! liere's coinfort ! welcome, father. — 
For meroy's aate what's this ? I welcome thee. 
And thou to me givest aught, but an all hail ! 
Wby wbat'a the matter ? can I be awake ? 
Father, I need kind looks and words to-day, — 
Mv beart is sick, ob cartb, how aick ! I louk'il 
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For thee to bring me peace — alack ! alack ! 
Wliy do your eyes of merey turn to swords ? 
OnEy tliey pierce where feeling is more quick ! 
Fatlier, be pitiful : 'tis not tlie proud 
And forward woman braved thee yestemight, 
But thy repentant daughter kneela to thee ! 

Anl. Kepentance is a grace — but it is one 
That grows upon. deformity — fair child 
To an nnsightly mother ! — Nor, indeed, 
Alwaya a grace ! — 'tis oftentimes — too oft, 
The bootless terror of tbe atranded soul, 
When ebbing paesion leaves it all alone, 
Upon the bleak and dreary shoals of sin ! — 
So is't of different kinds — whicli kind is thine ? 

Mari. Father ! 

Anf. Thy lord ! tby lord ! 

Mari. Wliat of my lord? 

AnL Nay, rathcr answer thou, what of thy lord ? 
I know tbat he is Duke of Mantua, 
Noble, and fair, and good ! Hath high allies, 
Heads the proud war in wisdom as in arma, 
The foremost plume of the van ! and, erowii of all, 
I know he thinks himself, of every wish 
Which heaves that breast of thine, the paranioiint 
The happy lord ! 

Mari. He thinks himself — 

Anf. And preases 
The 'larom-curtain'd couch of restless war. 
In hopes to change it for that downy one 
Where he did leave, as he imagined safe, 
His dearest honour by thy side repoaing, — 
And little dreanis that atain haa reach'd it there ! 

Mari. That stain has reach'd it there ! 

Am. You siept alone 
Last night ? 

Mari. I sIept alone ? — yes — I did sleep alone ! 
What idEe words are theae? — I alept alone ? 
I know I alept alone last night ! — the night 
Before — the night preceding that ! — alone ? 
Hüw could I otherwiae than sleep alone, 
When my dear lord's away? 
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Ant. Thou lookest — 

Mari IIow? 

Ant. And speak'st — 

Mari. How — how do I look and spoak < 

Ant. Like innocence. 

Mari. Dost doiibt tny intiücence ? 

Ant. They say, 
Thou didst not sieep nlonc ! 

Mari. Who say so ? 

^Bt. All 
The palace. 

Mari. They ! 1 cannot speak the word. 

Wlneh dotd imply the a^;ting of a part 
Unparalleied in shame ! 

Aiit. Anotherpart, 
"WhicU doth involve a tenfold deeper shame, 
Tliey do refer the acting of tu thee ! 

Mari. Art thou my friend ? 

Ant. Hast t}iou not proved me so ? 

Mari. I have. Forgive me tliat I question'd 
But wheTi I kaow my heart's supreme content 
In its own clearneas — not in act alone, 
But wish ; nor wish alone, but thought of sin ; 
When I know this, and think of yestemight. 
And worse than yestemight do find to-day, 
I 'gin to think the world is made of hate. 
And doubt if thou — e'en thou — art not my foe ! 
Oh, do not be my foe ! indeed — -indeed 
The helpless maid that hung upon thy rohe 
To beg protection, and received it there, 
Undianged in all — save that ahe is a wife. 
And as a wife more bound than e'er to Ileaven — 
In strait more piteous thaa she knelt in then, 
Clinga, kneeling, to it now ! What'a aaid of me ? 
And on wliat ground ?-— for not the rohe I liotd 
LeSB oonscious is of ground of foul report 
Than I am ! 

Ant. Left tliy chamber any one 
This morning, wbom thy lionour should forbid 
To cross its threshold ? 

Mari. No ! 
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Ant. Art sure ? 'tis said 
There did — The man was seen ! 

Mari. The mao ! 

Ant. The man 
Departing from this ante-chamber ! — thia, 
Which none except thy lord, myself, and those 
Who wait upoQ thy person, do frequent. 

Mari. Who was the man ? 

Ant. Seen in the very act 
Of slinking from your door ! 

Mar». Who was tho man ? 

Ant. The same that last night held thee in discourse. 

Mari. I'm lost ! 

Enter Ferrardo, Lobenzo, Cosmo, and otliers. 

Fer. Lady, hy your leave, we wish 
To pasB into your uhamber, 

QFebrardo and Lorenzo pass in, the otkers remain. 

Ant. Yon are lost ! 

Mari. I'm lost — but I am innocent ! 

Fer. \Jlelumijig witk Lorenzo.] My lords, 
You know who owna this scarf ? 

Cot. It ia St. Pierre's ! 

Fer. 'Twas found beneath the couch — our advocate 
Of State it was that saw it there : — are ye satiafied ? 

Cos. We are, your gra«e, 

Ani. Find carth where grows no weed, and you may 
find 
A heart wherein no error grows. I thought 
Thy heart witliout one — thought it was a garden 
So thickly set with flowers, no weed had room 
To aboot there ! Who wonld sin, who knew how shame 
Confounda the trespasser ! I cannot stay, — 
My teare be Touchers for me that I loved her, 
And fain wouid doubt the lapse I must allow. 

Fer. My worthy friends, follow the confessor, 
I wiah to apeak in private with her higbness. 

[Lorenzo, Cosmo, and Lords, go ovt. 
I am your friend ! you are aceused of treason, — 
The gronnds against you are conclusive ones ; 
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You judges will be tliose who will iiot spare ! 

And sooii and siimmary will be your tria! ; 

Tlie peaalty of your offenee is deatii ! 

You are now a prisoner — I pity you, 

Would save you ! — W"ill ! As soon as dusk sots in 

In a Gonvenient spot withont the town, 

To which in secret you sliall be oonvey'd, 

I ahall Iiave horses waiting — 

[MiRiANA ahrieke mul Hart« up from her knee. 
im wliiek ske kad remained in a State of mental 
stupefactimi. 
Husli! 

Mai-;. Forfliglit! 

Fer. For fliglit ! — by dawn you aliall be ftir away 
From Mantua. 

Mari. At dusk ? 

Fer. At dusk ; — aa soon 
As duak begins to fall expcct me liere. 
And thou shalt have aupply of gold enough 
To pay tlie cbargea of tliy joiirney— yea, 
Maintain tbee in abundance where thoii wilt. 

Mari. I raay depend upon thee ? 

Fer. Fear mo not. 
Remember now — at dusk. 

Mari. Iwill! at duak. {Titey go out severallti. 



rtCENE III. — Amther Chamber In the, Palace. 
Enter Febraroo. 
l'er. His heart is in my power as 'twcre a tbiiig, 
Which in my band I held and I could crusli 
Witbagrasp! Xorcan it 'scape my power! hername — 
Tbat flower of woman's pride, which ta'en away, 
Froni a bright paragoa she tuma a tliing 
For basest eye.s to look aakant upon — 
Ts blasted past the power of rain and sun 
To bring it to ita priatine hue again. 
Now for 8t. Pierre — be also muat to-night 
Take leave of Mantua. ^Unlocks door.~^ Come forth, 
my fricnd ! 
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Entef St. Pierre. 
Dost thou not know me ? What an wr ia thia ? 
A king could not a loftier assume 
At high offence ! 'Twas thus with thee last night, 
Nothing but moody looks, — until the count 
With mucli persuasion woo'd you to our feast ; 
1 wonder'd at thee ! 
Ä(. P. Aro we alone ? 
Fer. WLafa this ? 

St. P. Are wo alone ? where are the craven 
That overpower'd me in the corridor, 
And at tliy bidding dragg'd me hither? 

Fer. Pshaw ! 
Art thou no wiser than to heed them ? know'st not 
'Twas done on ray inatruction — mine — thy friend's ? 
St. P. Are we alone ? 
Fer. We are alone. 
St. P. Art sure 
That door ig unattended ? that no miniona 
Watch it without ? 
Fer. lam. 
St. F. Wilt lock it ? 
Fer. \_Locking it and retumin^.'} There ! 
St. P. \^Springing t^on him..'\ Villain ! 
Fer. What means this violence ? 
St. P. You Struck me 
When I contended with the recreants, 
That smite this moment what the one before 
They fawn'd upon ! — Acrosa their anns you strack, 
And fell'd me with the blow ! — now take it back ! 
Fer. Stop ! you'll repent it if you atriko ! 
St. P. I teU thee, 
I ne'er received a blow firom niortal man 
But I did pay it back with interest ! — One by one 
I liave parted with those virtues of a man 
Which preoept doth inciilcate ! but one grace 
Romains — the growth of nature — the tnie shoot 
Abuse could not eradicate, and leave 
The trunt and root alive, — one virtue — manhood ! 
The brow whereon doth sit disdain of threat, 
Defiaace of aggression, and revenge 
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Fiir contumely. You did strike me ! Comc ! 
I must havo blow for blow ! 

Fer. {^Draicing /eis di^ffer.'J Let fall tliy hand 
lipon my peraon — lo, my dagger's free. 
And I will sheathe it in thy heart ! 

St. P, I care not. 
So I die quits with tliee ! 

Fer. I would not kill theo, 
So don't advance thy hand ! Nay, listen first, 
And tlien, if thou wilt, strike me ! — Strikc ! — abuse 
Tliy friend, wlio, when Ue Struck tliee, was thy friend 
As much aa lie ia now, or ever was ; 
"Who Struck thee bnt tliat he sliould seem tliy foe, 
To hide how much indeed he was thy friend ; 
Nay, if the lack of quittance for a blow 
"Whicli but in sliow was one, for 'tis tlie thought 
That makes the act — must constitute iis foes, 
Jly dagger's «p ! now give a, blow indeed, 
For one that seem'd but one. 

St. P. I take't in thought. 
And let thy person unprofaned go. 

Fer. No animal so wild it will not tarne, 
Savo man ! C'umo, calm tliyself, sit down — as yet 
Tliou know'st not whetlier to caress thy friend 
Or tear hini ! Should'st thou tear him ? Come, ait 

There's not a man in Italy save thee 
Would fret — and he the niaster all at once 
Of güod ten tliousand ducats ! StÜl a brow ! 
Odd's man, be merry ! rub thy hands and laugli. 
Thou art rieh — look here, l^Showinff a caaket. 

St. P. How came I yesternight 
To sleep in the Chamber of the duke ? And wliy 
Tbis morning when I left the ante-room 
"Was I assaulted by thy minions ? 

Fer. Pshaw \ 
Enough, thou siepst where thou didst sleep, ncxt 

Chamber 
To the duke's wife, and thereby madest tliy fortono. 
For every ducat of the auni I named 
Is thine — but render mc one servico more. 
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St. P. Name it. 

Fe»-. Just write for me in boaating vcin, 
Confession thou didst pillow yesternight 
There, where the houour of tlie dute forbids 
That Iiead save bis should lie. 
Why dn you gaae ? 'Tis easily done. 

Sl. P. It is. 

Fer. It takes but pen and ink, and here tbey are ; 
Make use of time ! tbe bour tbat is not nsed 
Is lost, and might bave boen the luckiest, 
Converted to account: what ponder'st tbou ? 

St. P. Tbe manner best to execute tby wisb : 
I'm hardly in tbe vein — 'twouid put me iuto't 
Would'st tbou relate the means wbereby I came 
To lie in tbe duke's Chamber. 

Fer. 'Twouid retard thee .' 

St. P. No, it will rathcr belp nie. Wben I write 
Ofttimes I miss the tbougbt, too mncb intent 
On finding it, — looking at sometbing eise, 
Lo, thero it Stands before me of itself ! 
How came I in the cbamber of the duke ? 

Fer. You supp'd, you may remember, witb tbe coimt 
Andme? 

St. P. I do. 

Fer. 'Twas plann'd between us. 

St. P. Well ? 

Fer. And for our end we kept tbe revel np — 
I mean tbe count and I — for, as I said 
Before, thou waat not in tbe joyous vein, — 
Till ali tbe palace bad retired to rest. 

St. P. My lord, may't please you stop — my tbougbt 
bas come. 
A fair commencement [ exceltent ! most fair ! 
You see how mucb you belp me ! tbere — go on : 
You reveli'd tili tbe palace was at rest — 
What then ? 

Fer. Wby, theo finding tliee jealous still 
Of tbo kindiy grape, we dmgg'd your cup, and when 
Tbe potion work'd, convey'd you in your sleep, — 
To Sound or stir profound as that of deatb, — 
lato the cbamber of tbe duke — of tbe key 
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Ol wliieb I keep a duplicate — and tiierc 
We laid you in hia hei. 

St. P. Break off again 
While I go on ! — You see, my lord, how groat 
A help you ave to nie ! It comes as fast 
As thongh I were inditing wUat you spokc — 
Your grace reliearsed to tuo. Most cxcellent ! 
And now proceed again! 

Fer. WhereleftlofF? 

Sl. P. Where you had laid me in his highness' bed. 

Fer. You're right. There left we thee to sleep that 

With a, partition only 'twixt his wife 

And thee, — and that made frailer by a door, — 

The lock of which I froni its use ateolved. 

And Casting 'neath her Uighness" eouck thy scarf, 

As proof of closer neiglibourhood to her, 

Withdrcw to feast on foretaste of revenge. 

St. P. Enough ! 

Fer. Enough ? 

-Vf. P. Tut, tut ! I only meant 
Yonr highness to break off, while I resume. 
My thoughts do flow again — hetter and better ! 
Your grace, — a hundred dueata, I havo done 
Ahnost as soon as you — go on — what end 
Proposed your highness to yourself by tliis ? 

Fer. To blast her name, and in the death of that 
Involve my cousin's life 1 accordingly 
By my direction wert thou watch'd and seized. 
And hither brought as partner in a crime, 
Whose penalty is death ! — which thou shaJt 'scape — 
'Scape with enriched life — so ne'er again 
Thou shoVst thy face in Mantua, and keep 'st 
Thy counsel. 

St. P. £Wriün^.2 Havo you done ? 

Fe,: I havc. 

St. P. And so 
Have I — a fiür commencement ! hetter far 
Coiitinuation ! and the winding up 
Tlie fairest of the whole ! howe'er, of that 
Your highnesa shall be judge : — 'sdcath here's a word 
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I did not mean to write, for one I wanted ! 

I needs must take it out, — I pray your liighness 

Lend me a knife. 

Fer. I liave not one. 

Sl. P. Well then 
Your dagger — if tlie edge of it ig sliarp. 

Fer. There 'tia. 

St. P. And there is the confeaaion, duke; 
Sign it. 

Fer. Why tbis is my confession ! 

St. P. Ay, 
Indeed, your higliness. 

Fer. Word für word, 

St. P. You'U own 
I'm sometliing of a clerk — I hardly hoped 
It would have pleased your highness ! My lord duke, 
Sign the confession. 

F^. Why? 

St. P, It pleasea me. 
If that Contents thee not, I'm in thy power. 
And I'd have thee in mine ! Your highness sees 
I'm frank with you. 

Fer. Can it he you, St. Pierre ? 

St. P. No— it is you ! — and not the peasant lad 
Whom fifteen years ago in evil hour 
You chanced to cross upon his native hüls. — 
In whose quick eye you saw the subtle spirit 
Which SHited you, and tempted it ; who took 
Your hint, and follow'd you to Matitua 
Without hia father's knowledge — his old father ; 
Who thinking that he had a prop in him 
Man could not rob him of, and Heaven would spare, 
Bless'd him one night, ere he laid down to sleep. 
And wakiiig in tho morning found him gone ! 

[^Ferrabdo attempts to rüe. 
Move not, or I shall move — you know me ! 

Fer. Nay, 
I'll keep my seat. St, Pierre, 1 train'd thee like 
A cavalier ! 

Sl. P. You did — you gave me masfers. 
And their instrudiona qnickly I took «p 
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As tiiey did lay tliem down ! I got tho start 

Of my contemporaries ! — not a youth 

Of wliom could read, write, speak, command a weapon, 

Or rule a horae, with me ! you gave me all — ■ 

All tlie equipinents of a man of bonour, — 

But ynii did find a use for me, and niade 

A slave, a profligate, and pander of nie. 

[^Feerardo ahoia to ri^. 
I ohaige you keep yonr seat ! 

Fcr. You see I do ! 
St. Pierre, be reasonable! — you forget. 
Tliere are tcn thousand ducats. 

Sl. P. Give me, duko, 
Tlie eyea tliat look'd upon my fatlier's face ! 
The hands that help'd my latlier to liia wieh! 
The feet tliat flew to do my fatlier's will ! 
Tlie lieart tliat bounded at my fatbcr's voice ! 
And say that Mantiia were built of ducats, 
And I could be its duke at cost of tbeae, 
I would not gife tbeni for it ! Mark me, duke I 
I saw a new-made grave in Mantua, 
And on the head-stone read my father's name ; — 
To seek nie, doubtless, liither he had com« — 
To seek tbe cbild that had deserted him — 
Aud died bere, — ere hc found me. 
Heavea can teil ho.w far he wander'd eise ! 
Upon that grave I knelt an alter'd man, 
And rising thence, I fled from Mantua. Nor had 
Bnt tyrant liunger drove me back again [|retum'd 

To tliee — to theo ! — My body to relieve 
At cost of my dear aoul ! I have done thy work, 
Do mine ! and sign mc tliat confeasion straiglit. 
I'm in thy power, and I'll bave theo in mine 1 

Fer. Art thou indeed in eamest ? 

Sl. P. Look in my cyes. 

Fe)'. St. Pierre, perhaps I liavo underpaid thee ? 

Sl. P. Sign ! 

/Vj". I'll double tlie amount ! 

Sl P. (jome, sign ! 

Fer. 8t. Pierre, 
IVill forty tliousand ducats please tbee ? 
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Si. P. There's 
The dial, and the sun is ahining on it — 
The shadow on the very point of twelve — 
My case ia desperate 1 Your eignature 
Of vital moment ia unto tay peace ! 
My eye ia on Üie dial ! Paas the ahadow 
The point of noon, the breadth of but a hair 
Aa can my eye diacem — and, that unsign'd, 
The Steel is in thy heart — I speak no more ! 

Fer. Saint Pierre ! — Not speak — Saint Pierre ! 

St. P. Isitsigned! 

Fer. ^Writinff kurriedli/.'] It is. 

St. P. Your aignet, as a proof I am at large- 
Now take my Station in that closet — No 
Attempt at an alarm — In, in, I say! 
Hold wind we'll make the port. — I thank your high- 
ness ! \jOpens doort, speaks ahud, and (/oes out. 



ACT V. 
SCENE l.—A Street in Manfm. 

Enter BartoIiO atid Bernardo, tneeting. 

Ber. Whither so faat, Bartolo ? 

Bar. I know not! Anywhere — everymhere. I 
wonld I wete aa many men as there are streets in 
Mantua, that I might be in every part of the city at 
the same time. Ha^e you any news ? 

Ber. No. 

Bar. Notbing of St. Pierre ! 

Ber. No. 

Bar. Nothing of the ducheaa ? 

Ber. No. 

Bar. I have fasted twelve hours togetlier and up- 
warda, and never hungered foi a meal — as I hnoger 
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for news. Is not tliat Carlo ? Signor (,'arlo ! Hoa ! 
hilloa! — here — SignorCarlo ! — make liaate — make 

Euter Carlo, riiniiing. 
Carlo. Well, Signor Bartolo !— wliat's the matter ? 
Bar. Can you teil me aay Dewa J 
Carlo. No, signor. 
Bar. Nothing of t!ie ducheas? 
Carlo. No. 

Bar. Nothing of St. rien-c ? 
Carlo. No. 
Bar. Can I meet witli nu one who will teil mc any 

Carlo. By-the-bye, a liorseman just now alightcd 
near tlie palace. 

Bar. ^Gokiff to run 0^.2 Irdeed ! 

Carlo. Stop ! you won t find him uow, 

Bar. Well? 

Carlo. He had riddeii at füll speed. 

Bar. He had ? Gfo on, Signor Carlo. 

Carlo. In leesthan a minute a crowd gathered round 
him — nicn, women, and children — asking all at once 
for the newa, 

Bar. Go on, dear Signor Carlo ! 

Carlo. Y011 never heardauthaclatter— "Have they 
found the ducheas ! " — " Have thcy canglit St. Pierre ? " 
" The news ! " — " The newa ! " and not a soul would 
hold his tongue to listen to the nows ; and what do you 
thinkit was? 

Bar. I'm dying to know ! 

Carlo. Why his wife had got scalded and hc had 
come to towu for a leech. 

Jier. Tliere's newa for you at last, Signor Bartolo ! 
But whither were you running ? 

Carlo. To my breakfast — I have been up aince four — 
have you breakfosted yet ? 

Ber. No. 

Carlo. Wilt go home witli me ? 

Ber. I care not if I do ! But look at Signor Bar- 
tolo— what's the matter, sijmor ? 
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Bar. I wonder if they will be overtaken — The poor 
ducliess ! 

Ber. Marie if he is not weeeping — what a tender- 
hearted lad it 18 ! 

Bar. I am a tender-hearted lad, Signor Bernardo — 
I can cry hy the hour ! Teil me a doleful tale, and 
See if my handkerchief is not out. 

Ber. And what are you weeping for now ? 

Bar, To tbink of thc duchcss — if she shonld be 
caught. The poor duchess — the fair duchess ! what a 
sight it wonld be ! Though I had to walk a hundrcd 
miles, I'd eome to see it. 

Ser. What would you come to see ? 

Bar. [ci^ny.] Her esecution, Signor Bernardo. 
How I would hold my breath ! How my heait wonld 
beat ! How I would weep for the poor dear duchess '. 

ßntei- Mabco, kastily. 

Marco. They are caught ! they are caught ! 

Bar. Are they, dear Signor Marco ? kind Signor 
Marco — when, where, and how ? 

Marco. On the other aide of the lake — ten minutes 
ago ; and by balf-a-dozcn burghers that luckily feil in 
with theni. 

Bar. Oh dear ! pnt your band to my heart, Signor 
Carlo. Feel how it beata ! Kind Signor Marco, go 
on I 'Tia all over with them ! 

Marco. And so it ought to be — two arrant thievcs 1 

Bar. Thieves ! Signor Marco ! thieves ! 

Marco. Ay, thieves ! what eise would you call them ? 
They found upon them a salver of gold, and two massy 
cups of tho same metal, all marked with the duke's 
arma. If that is not thievery, I know not what is. 

Bar. Signor Carlo — Signor Bernardo ! Heard you 
ever the like ? To carry off the duke's plate ! Go on, 
dear Signor Marco, — liow lucky I had not gone before 
you carae — go on — do, prithee ! I suppoae they will 
WMt for the dukc before anything is done? 

Marco. Not they! whatnecd to wait forthe duke 

suoimary justice will be done upon them. 

Bar. Summary justice ! Üiink of that ! O dear, 
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SigDor Bernardo ! Signor Carlo, O dear, I sliail never 
be ab!e to stand it. 

Marm. Stand what ? 

Bar. The eiglit — good, kind, dear Signor Marco, 
doesn't your lieart bleed for them 1 

Marco. Docs yours, Signor Bartolo ? 

Bar. It doea ; look at ray eyes. If you nover saw 
iMD from a pair of eyes befure, tliere 'tia for you. Rain 
jieltiDg — Signor Marco, pelting raio. Summary justice, 
say you ? 

Marco. Yes, they are to be wbipp'd at noon. 

Bar. Whipp'd ! Bernardo ! — Carlo ! Whipp'd ! — 
You do not say wbipp'd ? 

Marco. But I do ! 

Bar. Wlio are to be wbipp'd ? 

Marco, ^'by, the two rascals who broke into tlio 
duke's jeweller's last night. 

Bar. "Wbat a fool you are, Signor Marco ! I thougbt 
it waa St. Pierre and tbe duchess tbat liad been taken. 
And WC ehall have no execution after all ! See, siguors, 
See ! A horseman at fnll speed has just pasaed the cnd 
of tlie Street, in the direction of the palace. News — 
Signors, news ! "Who makea tlie best use of hia legs 
sliall havo the £rst on*t. 

[R«jiS out — tke reH/ollomn^. 



SCENE U.~A Tent. 
Leonakdo and Soläiers discovered. 
Leon. I'falth, a glorioua close ! our brief oampaign 
Hath pass'd liko sport upon a summer's day, 
Withoiit a cloud : — a ganie, where fortune lay 
All on one iucky aide — and tbat was ours ! 
Give Order for the striking of our tenta 
At earlieat dawn — rilbut salute the sun. 
And straight for Jlantua. [^Soldiers go ovi. 

Sweet the sight 
Of bis dear native land to him who brings 
A brow, with hoDours laden, back to it I 



db,Google 



Dear Mantua, tliat twice has given me life, 

Oiice in the breath which first I drew in it, 

Now in the gift, without the having which 

That breath were given in vain ! How doea my wife, 

Bright crown of my bright fortiines ? 0, my heart-^ 

How doea my love ? — the plume of victory 

l've won, but wear not tili I see it nod 

In the bright mirror of her gUstening eye. 

When ahall that be ? — to-morrow ? — blest to-morrow ! 

Would — would thou wast to-da,y! 

Enter Second Officer, 

Offieer. Your cousin, and the nobles who compose 
Tour highness' Council, witb your confessor, 
And adffocate of state, attend witbout — in haste, and 
From Mantua. [new 

Leon. The tidinga of our truce 
Can scarce have reach'd ttiem yet ? Bad news flies 

I doem'd not good was of bo awift a wing. 
Admit them. 

Enter Ferrardo, Flobio, Antonio, Lorekzo, and Nobki, 

Welcome, cousiü— -welcome, all! 

Note of our yictory I see has reach'd you, 

And ye are come to give me greeting, which 

I gladly should have joumey'd to receive; 

But where's my duchess? She had been, methinks, ' 

A fair addition to your cayalcade — 

You might have hrought her with you. 

^To Ferbabdo, who drops his eye«. 
Strangers yet — 

Nay, then, the fault, I'm positive, is yours. 
Ilad but you dropp'd a hint of your intent. 
And given a glance of invitation to her, 
She would have ta'en it aa a ready friend, 
Given you her band, and thank'd you for the leave 
To bear you Company. 

Fer. Your highness' pardon ; 
A man can't help his doubts, e'en if he would. 
And I have grounds, and solid oues, for miae. 
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Leon. Fie, fie, offend in anv otlier tliing, 
And ere you ask ynu're pardoii'd ! Ilero are friunds — 
Friends of my love's and inine — tried ftiends, and yet 
Not frienda in this — to leave my wife beliind, 
Who lovea me best, — wlicn tliey in zeal of lovc 
Are here to give me joy oC my high fortune. 
How does my lady, friend ? How doea she, father ? 
Why Cornea alie not to greet me ? You almuld be 
Her harbingers — a step or two before ? 
Or bring yc charge from her to cxpedite 
My long'd return to Mantua, as if 
My heart ivero not remembraucer cnough ? 
For never speed me, Heaven, if life is life — 
If I do feel I live beneath the sun,— 
Am what I am, tbe very fool of fortune, — 
Fntil I stand in her swect aight again. 

[^Ferraboo Mtd Florio ^Aisper. 
Why wliisper ye ? ^Antonio <md Loreszo vhisper. 
And ye do whiaper, too — 
Hall ! By your looks, I noted not before, 
Ye come to teil me of disaater ! apeak ! 
Tlie sum on't ? 'Tis hcavy — what is it ? 
Come, name me the amonnt I Is it my dukedom ? 
Or what ? — 'tis nothing of my wife — say that — 
And aay aught eise wliieh stern miafortune prompts ! 
Blow wind, moiint wave, — no rock to shut me thence. 
I see the Strand to run my hark asliorc, 
And amile npon my shipwrcck. 

Fer. 'Tis of her 
We come to apeak. 

Leon. 'Tis no mishap to her — 
For you do speak in anger not in grief. 
If what you come to say affects ruproach — 
Beproach of her ! speak out — apeak ye the truth, 
Ye cannot speak in anger ! 

Fer. That our duty 
Permitted ua to leave you in that mind ! 

Lmn. Pshaw ! do thy duty — be it duty — 'tis 
Beyopd ita power of other mind to make me. 

Fer. Thy lady is falae to thee. 

Leon. \ßrav.iiu!.~\ Thy tongue is falae 
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To thee ! — It puts tliy life in jeopardy; 
Eecal thy words or die ! 

Florio. My gracioua liege, 
He apeaks the truth ! 

Leon. Thou too ! 

Lor. Your higlinesa' patienoe. 
"What speaks your coiiain, fain would I deny, 
But cannot. 

Leoti. I do only doubt wbich way 
To point iny sword ! 

Ant. Your highneas — 

Leon. What say you ? 
Speak out, thou reverend man ! — there only wants 
Thy tongiie to prove how iittle heavenward do 
The thoughta of mon incline, when her — heaven's 

Thatbeaxs, aa never did a thing of earth, 

The glorious impreaa of ita shining hand — 

These meu would filch from heaven. Come, aide witli 

them. 
And aay my wife is falae ! 

Ant. My gracious liege, 
Restrain your ire at what yoii would not hear, 
And audience give to what you ought to hear. 
If fa«ts, avouch'd by eyes, may be believed, 
I aay, that would not aay it — thou art wrong'd ! 
Peruse that paper — thcro you have our grouuda 
For saying what we aay, 

Lor. read, my liege ! 
Think 'tia our duty speaks, and what it saya 
Says at the coat of our unfeigued love, — 
Which, aoooer than miachance should undermine 
Thy towering liappiness, would be itself 
The aeaward mole, to meet the ruahing wave 
And break ita fury ere it bursts on thee ! 
But wind and tide togethet setting in 
"Will aometimes overwhelm all obstacles — 
So needs m«st fall thia heavy surge on thee 
Whioh we let o'er in drowning. 

Leon, I read it — not 
That I do fear it — or give credence to it. 
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Fer. Yniir liighness sees how fact dotli hinge on fact 

Leon. Ni) ! — I see iiotäiing! 

Fer. Notliing ! 

Leon. Not a jot 
That might not be contriTed, and against wliioli 
Improbability doth not set its face. 
My lord — my lord — you love me not — nur you — 
Nor you, — I douLt if any loves me liere : 
I doubt all tliinga biit that my wife is true. 
I will to Mantua, this very hour, 
To crave her pardon ttiat I listen'd to you. 

Fer. My lord, slie'? flcd from Mantua. 

Leoti. She ia wliat ? 

Fer. She's fled from Mantua, as also is 
Her paramour. 

Leon. Recal that word, iit eise 
Thou makest me do a nmrder ! Is she fled ? 
Cousin, thou murder'st me ! Speaks he the truth ? 
Gainsay liira, and I heed not what ye say ! 
Cousin, thou didst but hear that she was flcd, 
TlioM dost not speak from thine own knowledge ? 

Fer. Else 
I had not spokcu. 

Leon. Fled — in company — 

Fer. What eise could I infer ? 

Leon. Thou but infer'at it, 
Conie then, all's well ! — Ijct her he fled or not, 
She has fied perhaps to friends, perhaps to me ! 

Enter Second Officcv, ivith Mabian.^, 
Second Officer. My liege, the duchess. 
Leon. Ha ! I told you ao ! 

Welcome, my loved — my wrong'd — my iniiocent — • 

Welcome, my loyal wife ! 
Mari. My liege, stand ofl!'! 

Embraee me at the peril of yonr honour ! 

Your Cousin here ! the eount ! your confcssor ! 

And he ! — and these the membcrs of your Council ! 

My tongue niay save ita lahour then. Yet whose 

So fit to teil my husband, he's the lord 

Of a dishonour'd bed, — as hera, wiiosc heart, — 
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That ne'er admitted thought of man save him, 

Knew not its part that was not given to him, 

Before itself as dearer lieart set him, 

Sun, earth, life, health, desire, knew nought but him, — 

Yet could not guard the jewel paramount 

Of what it loved 80 weil, but by an act 

Without a motive — monstrous to belief — 

Which reaaon unto madness would refer — 

Nay douht that even madness" seif could do ! 

What It so loved, did spoil, and bring at once 

Frort! proudest wealth to basest penury, 

Leon. No — thou didst never swerve. — Truth dwells 
in thee ! 
Thou art all radiant with it t 

Mari. Not a doubt ! 
My trusting lord 1 my dear and hononr'd lord ! 

[_ Throtcs hergdfat hisfe^. 

Leon. ^Endeavouring to raUe her.'] Up to my heart ! 

Mari. No — by thy love ! 

Leon. I say 
I'Il have thee up— thy place ia here! 

Mari. [^Preventinff him.'^ My lord ! 
What holds that paper ? teil me, ia it not 
My accuaation? Letme see it — Tnie 
From first to last. — Tho iacts not otherwise 
Than here aet down. Wouldst take me to thy heart, 
^tid this against me ? 

Mari. Nay, apeak again. 
And think before you speak. Say that the duke, 
Your Cousin, loTes you not ! say that the count 
Doth owe you grudge ! — say tliese, the members of 
Your highncss' Council, are subom'd by thom — 
Here stand two honest men who take their side ! 
Wouldst take me to thy heart, and this against me ? 

Leon. I would. 

Mari. And if you wonid, you should not do it ! 

Leon. It is a plot. 

Mari. It ia— 
But thou, my lord, must prove it to be One ! 
Else it hath oped a chasm 'twist tiiee and me, 
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Wliich, tili tliou close It iip, or bridge it o'cr 
With stablc-footed trutli, tliat all may trust, 
May not be ctosa'd. — Leap it — and all ia lost ! 

Leon. Canst give me cluo to find it o«t ? 

Mari. Methinks 
I can. Tliy couain counaeU'd me to fly, 
To 'scapo, as lie did say, the penaJty 
Of ray iraputed crime,-— but, as I tliouglit, 
To fiimisli of that vrime ooncluaive proof : — 
Supplied me too with ample störe of gold. 

Leon. Traitor ! I see it all — and do not yon ? 
My Cousin and my subject thoiigli tliou art, 
To solemn morial combat I dcfy thee ! 
That from thy Ups, at point of my true sword, 
Admisaion I cxtort of an attempt 
To slur my lady's lionour : — for tby sonil 
No ahriving knows, no healing speech witb priest, 
Till by coufession it lieavea off that sin. 
Come fortli ! 

Marl. No ! no ! let me be guilty thought, 
But, oh ! in peril place not thou thy life ! 
Or let me prove, royself, my innucencu 
By ordeal of poison or of fire ; 
Or take from mc, of unpollutod blood, 
Lucretia's proof of an unstained soul, 
TInable to survive her body's shamc. 
Do aught but put tliy iife in jeopardy ! 

Leon. And she could injure me ! 

Fer. It is the trick 
Of lapsed virtue to affect oxccsb, 
Whicb Bound deaert would sooner wroiig itself 
Tlian claim pretension to. 

Leon. It is the trick 
Of villany to lie, Come fortli ! 

Fer. Lead on ! 

Mari. HEmfiradnff kis knecs.'] My lord ! my lord ! 
my liusband ! 

Leon. Loose tliino arras ! ^arms. 

Marl. It \b mine heart-strings hold thee, not mine 
Witt snap them ? If thou wilt thou hast a right, 
They arc thinc own ! — but wilt thou iiae that right ? 
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Leon. Take her away ? 

Mari. "When faila our dearest friend, 
Tbere may be refuge with our direst foe. ^Rua/iinff up 

to Fbrrardo.] 
Oll ! why art thou my foe ? hovv lies niy peaco 
Between thy good and thee ? Is it thy good 
To alay my peace ? Wilt thou not look upon me ? 
Alas ! tliine eyes are better tuni'd away ! 
For gazing on them, human aa they are, 
I have a feebng of a heaxt of stone ! 
And from my hopeleas tears the apirit flies, 
That Frozen on my lids I feel them hang ! 
Thou rock ! Affliction, did I plead to thee — 
I turn from thee, Despair ! 

Leon. Come forth ! 

Fer. Lead on ! 

Eitler St. Piebre behind. 

Mari. No way to hold thee from thy bloody purpose ? 
Stop ! thou wüt do a murder ! Art thou sure 
Tliy wife is innocent ? Thou know'st not what 
Thou go'stto do! Whate'er befalla, the ain 
Of all the deed 'tis I must answer for — 
The bapleas wife tiiat on thy howse and thee 
Brought ruin ! — baye compassion on her soul, 
If not upon tliy own — yet hear me — stop — 
I'll put an end to all ! — I am — 

Fer. Guilty! 

Mari. No ! 
To save thy life — ray own— and hia that's heart 
TJnto my life — I cannot speak the Ite ! 

Leon. And if thou couldst I'd not believe thy 
Though Truth'a as soon would lie. [^tongue — 

Fer. No tongue on earth 
Can clear her— sLe is falae — to eyes and ears 
Convicted ! — She ia an adultress ! 

St. P, \_Rushing forward.'\ Liar 1 
She is aa true aa thou art false ! 

Fer. A caitiff 
That robb'd me, and did put my life in peril — 
But ril be quits with liini. 
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Leon. Prevent him ! [^Seceral hüerfere, lut not itnlil 
St. Pierre m wounded. 

St. P. Not 
ftiiite home, yoitr grace — yet near, I iiope, enough ! 
Your highneas, you do liear a, dying man ; 
Your wife is innoceiit ! 

Fer. A poor gallaut 
That Wüuld not saj" as much I 

St. P. Your liighness, read 
This paper ! Hold his grace ! 

Fer. Twas furced from me. 

St. P. On!y tlie aignature, my lord — tlic rosl 
Was voluntary — word for word — what feil 
From his own Ups. 

Fer. You pass'd the night besidc her — 
Alone — none near you — within whisper of her ! 
Find pcn to draw 'cross that ! 

St. P. I pray your liighness, 
Wears not your wife a little nistic cross, 
Carved by no craftsman's haud ? 

Mari. I do — the same 
I show'd thee when we spoke together. 

St. P. 'Twas 
Your brother gave it you, 

Mari. It was. 

Sl. P. I think, 
Some fifteen years ago ? 

Mari. So many years 
Have pase'd siaco that dear brother gave it oic- 
I was a child then — he almost a man ! 

St. P. You woke one morniiig, did you not, aiid 

That brother standing, weeping by your bcd : 
He blesa'd you, put that cross upon your neck, 
Kiss'd you, and bade farewell to you, and went — 
You never eaw him more. Pray you comc near ! 
Oh God ! my mothet's face ! 

Mari. My brotber — Ambrose I 

Sl. P. Yes, Mariana ! 

Fer. It's a maaque, your highness, 
Tbfy've gut iip to amuse you ! 
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Leon. Heiice with him ! 
The connt too ! 

Fer. I'm your slave, most gradous couain, 
Yet ia there one tliing, wlierein I am free. 

Leon. And what is tliat I 

Fer. To hate thee ! and I do so ! [Febbabdo and 
CoBNT^o Qut, attended. 

Mari. Brother, I said I knew thee 1 Thou foi^ot'st 
Thy siater's little face to womau's grown ; 
But I remomber'd thino enough to feel 
'Twaa something once hadbeen familiar-dear f 

that my memoty had better kept 

What my heart treaaured — thou didst prove how well ! 
Wilt thou not speak tome? Heav'at thou, mybrother? 

iS(. P. Our father'a cottage, Mariana ! 

Mari. Ha! 
Thou faintest ! 

St. P. No — it ia nothing, sister ! 
What makea thee look so pale and vanishing ? 
Don't go from me ! — Alaa — ^'tis I am going ! 

1 have confess'd myself ! Pray for me, sister ! 
Mine eyes have lost tliee ! — But I feel thee still, 
That's comfort ! — yet — I have thee in my arins — 
Thou fadest too from theni — fast ! fast ! — thou art gone ! 

CSt. r 
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EPILÜGUE, 

WEITTEN BY CHARLES LAMIS. 
Spoken hy Miss Ellen Tree. 

When first our Bard his siinpie will express'ii, 

That I shouU in his Heroint's robes be dress'd. 

My fears were witli mj- vanity at steife, 

How I couM act that untried part — a " VVife." 

But Fancy to the Gtbon luils nie drew, 

Wliere Matiana like a wild flower grew, 

Nursing her garden-kindred : so far I 

Liked her condition, williiig to comply 

With tliat sweet Single lifo : wheii, with a trancli, 

Dcivm canie that thunderirig, crashin);, avalanclie, 

Stai'tliug nij mouat^n-project ! " Take this spade,' 

Said Fancy, then ; " dig low, adventurous Maid, 

For hidden wealth." 1 did ; and, Ladies, Ic ' 

Was e'er lyimantic feniale's fortune s* 

Tu dig a life-warm loyer froni the- 

A wifu and Prineess See me next, besct 
With subtle toils, in an Italian net ; 
Wliile linavish Courtiers, stung with rage or fear. 
Pistill'd lip-poison in a husbaiid's ear. 
] ponder'd on the boiling Southern vein; 
Backs, cords, atilettoes, rush'd upon iny brain ! 
By poor, good, weak Antonio, too, disowned — 
I dreom'd each n%ht, I should be Desdemona'il ; 
And, being in Mantua, thought npon the shop, 
Wiience fair Verona'a youth hia breath did stop : 
And what, if Leonardo, iu foul scorn, 
Some lean Apothecary shoutd suhom 
To take my hated life ? A " tortoise " hung 
Before my eyea, and in my cars scaled " alligators " r 
But my OUieUo, to his vows more zealoua — 
Twenty lagos eould not make him jealous I 

New raiaed to reputation, and to life — 
At your comraands behold me, without slrife, 
Wcll-plcascd, and ready to rcpeat " The Wife." 
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THE BEGGAR OF BETHNAL GREEN. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.—St PauTs. 



Enter Bblmont and Wilford, dt^guised as Yeomen, 

Bd. Now, Wilford, still tliy comrade when at soliool 
Or College ; when 'twaa peace, thy playfellow, 
Thy right-hand man in war ; I'm by thee still 
In simple giiise of honest yeoman's son, 
To do tlie bidding of thy fantasy. 
What is't ?— Why are we thus attired ?— What vaad 
Are we to take ? on what adventure bound ? 
The argument wilt thou unfüld to me 
Of this romance which thus we do begin ? 
I See thy cheek is pale — thine eyo withoiit 
The gladsome light that apeaks a heart at rest. 
Still to my questioning hast thon replied : — 
" Come, don a yeoman's coat and roam with me." — 
Thy wiah is done — do mino ; unboaom thee, 
For tili I find thy heart, I lack my own. 

Wilf. Remembei'st thou what once thou didst rejoin, 
When such, or such, if e'er I took a wife, 
I Said should be the fashion of my bride ? — 

Bei. 'Twas this :— " In vain premise or calculate, 
When thou shalt fall in love. A fever that ! 
Sudden as intermittent, or the plague, 
That comes upon you ! Love by rule, forsooth ! 
Love by philosophy ! Thou shalt be smit 
In the twinkling of an eye ! — infected by 
A toueh ! — this minute sound as mountain health, 
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And lielpless next, as bedrid tenaot of 

An bospital." And linst tlioii ]>rnved it so ? 

fVil/. Attend. Last week I cQuld not go tho length 
Of Ludgate Hill, but I must horse it thither. 
Retuming thenco, a motley group of men, 
Mechaoics, servaots, masters, old and young, 
Collected round somc object wbich they seem'd 
To gaze with most admiring wonder on, 
Attracted nie — what tliink you 'twas ? A maid — 
A maid attired in unpretendiDg suit 
Of Immble ruaset ! — such a distance wide 
Removed from any cbild of luxury 
Or wealtli, not e'en a simple ribbon knot 
To gracc her eoif and bonnet did expend 
Its cbary costliness ! but oh, wliat wealth 
Had nature tain'd where fortune scom'd to grudge 
The poorest drop of her enriuhing shower ! 
Sight could not take it in ! — the tongue would stop 
Ere it could sum it half— all terms out-run 
Tliat rate the Talue of known loveliaess ! 
At thought of winning it, the heart grow wild, 
As his whom more than vety affluence 
Doth lift from very want ! There stood the niaid, 
Silent and motionless, ■with eyes on. ground, 
Abash'd by the reflection of herseif, 
Cast back lipon her so on every side 
From niirrors that express'd her charma indeed, 
By abowing hertbeir power. 

Bei. Bemark'd she thee ? 

Wilf. She did, my restless courser startied her : 
She raised her eyes, and io ! they fix'd on mine 
With look, nietliought, of reoognition, that 
I feit as though our very souls embraced. 
And through me ran a thrÜl unknown before ; 
When, spiteful ehance ! my steed more restive grew, 
Defifld command alike of spur or tein, 
And bore me from the maid. 

Hei. Ask'd you not wjio 
She was ? 

mif. No. 

Bei. No! 
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Wilf. As one in jeopardy 
"Will lack posseasion of himself, nor use 
Some means of suocoiu at liis very hand, 
I did not Ünak of that, tili out of teach on't ! 
My steed at length compell'd — by ■whom I know not — 
To check bis mettle, I diamounted atraight 
And hastend back on foot, but she was gone ! 
If my first look of her hath been my last, 
I'l! never care to look on woman more ! 

Bei. Thy lot is cast ! I told tbee, "Wilford, so ! 
To such concluaion ever comes bis work 
Who'd make philosophy the rule of love. 
Love knows no rule, and never rule knows less 
Than when obedience we'd exact from it. 
'Tis an uncertain and a froward guest ; 
Cotnes to us when it lists ; ahidea as long 
As pleases it ; and its own humour takes, 
Wbatevor may be ours ! You'd go in qnest on't — 
And lo ! 'tis with you before setting out ; 
You'd lay down terms for its sojouming with you — 
And here it is on its own terms at home ; 
You'd fain be rid on 't, and 'tis fain to stay ; 
You'd thrust it out of doors, and only find 
The threshold'e not your own, the moment love 
Seta foot within it. Mean'st thou to seek this maid ? 

Wilf. Ay, through tbe world ! 

Bei, I'll Iielp thee in the search ; 
And if we find the city holds her not, 
As far aa Rumford bear me Company — 
Whither, this week, perforce I must repiür — 
And thence, where'er thou point'st, ■will I be thine. 

Wilf. Come on ! I teil thee, if I find her not, 
I'm tenant for the bouse the sexton biiilds. 

[_The^ffo out. 



SCENE ll.~A Chamber in OM StmUs. 
Enter Old Small. 
Old S. Wlio'd have a son — a plague — to drive bim 
To liunt for, or to watch from morn tili night, [^mad? 
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Tu coax, to scoU, anii wlth no better tlirift 
To-day, tlian yesterday ! A lackwit, caaglit 
By thia and tliat, aiid held by uüthing. Now 
Ät bowls ; next hour at cocking ; presently 
A race, a ahow, a foast, and after that 
Percliance a quarrel. Anything but wotk. 
Wliat, Peter ! Peter ! 

Enter Pbteb. 
Peter. Master, here am I, 
OU S. "Wüll— my aon, Peter? 
Peter. He's not to be found 
In all Whitechapel, seek bim wliere I would. 
I eall'd in at the Cock, he wasn't there ; 
The Fox and Geese, but came no be'tter speed ; 
The Foiintain was burn'd down last Tuesday night; 
Tlie Kising Sun has stopp'd aince Lady-day ; 
The Crown and Mitre swore at me wlien last 
I sought him there, so thither went I not ; 
The Duke of Buckingbam and he are out 
E'er since he broke the drunken tapster's pate ; 
And never goea he to tbe Loggerlieads, 
Except o' Sundays. 
OMS. Peter! Peter! 
Peler. Master ? 

Old S. I sore mistrust thee, Peter. 
Peter. Master ! me '( 

Old S. Ay, by my trotii, I do ! mistruat thee sore I 
Tbon'rt in hia secreta. TU be swoni thou art. 
I saw you wink to him on Sunday last, 
At dinner time. Last Tueeday night, you said, 
'Twas only ten when he came in ; and not 
A minnte from the bolting of the door, 
Tbeclockatruck twelve; Iheardit! 'Wednesday noon 
Yoii took a bandle in, and said 'twas from 
The laundreas ; when I open'd it, and found 
A spendthrift cloak and jerkin, spick and span 
New from the tailor'e board; and, worse tlian that, 
TJiL' whole of Tbursday moming wast thou out ; 
And when I ask'd thee where, thon couldst not teil ! 
Canst teil nie now ? 
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Peter. I went an errand, sir, 
To Bajbican — an errand oE mine own. 

Old S. An errand of tlime own to Barbican '. 
How canie I then to see thee at Mile-end? 

Peter. At Mile-end, sir ? 

Old S. At Mile-end, sir ! Tliou runn'st 
An errand well. 

Feier. You saw nie at Mile--end ? 

Old S. When thou wast gone to Barbican ! well sir ? 

Peter. From Barbican I went, sir, to Mile-end, 
Not finding what I sought at Barbican. 

Old S. I have tbee now, my piece of innocence ! 
My spiee of honesty ! my serving man, 
That runs so well on errands ! at Mile-end 
I saw tbee not, biit saw tbee at tbo foot 
Of London Bridge ! 

Peter. The foot of London Bridge ? 

Old S. Ay, sir ! 

Peter. And wbere sbould you have Seen me eise ? 
■When what I sought and miss'd at Barbican, 
And miaa'd again in seekitig at Mile-end, 
At London Bridge I found, 

Oid S. didst thou so ? 
Would thou wast o'er tbe bridge ! tbou jackanapes t 
Wast thou not too at Hacfcney tbat sanie time ? 
At Greenwich down, and Chelsea up, tbe Thames? 
At Kensington and Jslington besides ? 
Tbe Tower, St. Paul'a, and Westminater to boot ? 
Didat thou not foot, from break fast- time tili noon, 
Ground that would take a man a week to ride ? 
Tlion knave of nimble toe, but nimbler tongue ! 
Varlet ! thou went'st not to Mile-end, nor yet 
To foot of London Bridge, no more than I, 
That never saw tbee there ! I know not where 
Thou went'st, but wbither tbou wilt go I'Il teil — 
To Tybum, airrah ! [^Knoek.^ Let tby master in! 

[Petek ffoes 6ut. 
His kennel never likes your cbained dog, 
And there are nien like dogs, who loathe tbe thing, 
Howe'er it profit them, to whioli you tie them ; 
Who, like your dog, would forfeit bouse and mess 
e3 



•dby Google 



82 THE BEGöAK 

To break tlieir cliaiti, and forage for a bone. 
What if I take tbe collar from his neck, 
And leave bim, like the prodigal of old, 
To liis own will, tili aad experience proves 
Tliat freedom's is the bitterest mastery. 
It shall be so. He cannot come to worse, 
Ile iiiay to better, I will do it straight. 

Elller Ydu.vß Small and Pete». 

Voiinff S. Good morning, fatber. 

Old S, Morning, Aog ! 'tia noon, 

Young S. Well then, good noon. 

Old S. Nor moming, noon, nor night, 
Tbou bring'st no good to mo, so wLsli me none ; 
"Where hast thoii been ? 

Younff S. Hard by, at Maater AU-gain's. 

Old S. And what about ? 

Young S. P!aying at loggats, sir. 

Old S. At loggats ? spendtbrift ! idlcr ! Play a 
pence, 

), and pounds ! 

^ S. I do wbat's next to tbat, — 
Play for tbem, sir. 

0/d S. To lose tbem, cur ! Co loae tbecn ; 
Hast tbou not lost to-day ? 

Young S. No, by my trotli. 
I'm winner, save a balfpenny, by a groat. 
And ahould have doubled tbat, but for foul play. 
But four we wanted, and tbe bowl was mino : — 
Tliero stood tbe loggats, sir, a glorious sight. 
And only four to get! and bere stood I — - 
Tliere's not a lad in all Whitecbapel, sir, 
Is such a band at loggats — here stood I, 
Witli victory in band, aure as the bowl 
With whicb I tbus took aira — a steady aim 
la balf the game at loggats, sir — yoti'U mind 
We wanted only fear ; the bowl was minc. 
Tliere stood tlie loggats; here stood I — they say 
I have an air at loggats — tbus 1 stand, 
My left leg planted like a buttress, so — 
My body poised upon the right, with knee 
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Bent neither more nor leaa ; — I'd üke you, sir, 
To see me play at loggats — look, eir — 

OldS. Psbaw! 
Come, throw tlie bowl, and make an end. 

You^ S. An end 
I should have made on't, had I thrown the bowl. 

OldS. Whathinderedthee? 

Young S. A needle-falJ of thread ! 
A nail of tape ! a button mould ! a piece 
Of list ! the yapour of a amoüthing-board ! 
Thüs, as I said, I held the bowl— 'twas all 
But thrown. No'er out of cannon-mouth look'd shot 
More certain of its aim, than ftom my band, 
The bowl look'd at the loggats. In a twink 
Six of the nine at least were lying low. 
" Stop ! " cries a snivelling tailot ; " Master Small, 
'Tia not your turn to play " — the pait of shears, 
To clip mo 80, and thus cut up the game ! 

Old S. Now mark me, Thomas Sniall ; thou'rt 
What art thou master of ! ^twenty-one: 

Younff S. Of quarter-staff, 
fiaokets and fives. — I'm capiial at fives ! — 
Hop but the ball, I'm snre to make it fly 
Like bullet from a gun. — I play at bowla 
And quoits. — At quüits I'm famous for a ringer ! 
And then I'U putt the stone with any one. 

Old S. Master thou art, I know, of idleness ; 
But name to me the craft tbou art master of. 
Art fit to be a tumer ? 

Young S. Burn the lathe ! 

Old S. A cooper ? 

Young S. Sooner I'd be staved to death ! 

Old S. A smith ? 

Young S. As 'lieve you'd hammer ont my brains ! 

OldS. Atailor? 

Young S. Slay me with a needle first ! 

Old S. What then art fit to be ? 

Young S. A gentleman. 

Old S. A gentleman ! Thou acarce canst read ! 

Young S. What thea ? 
That's nothing in a gentleman. 
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Old S. Tliou wrifst— 
But Buch a liand, tlie clsrk's a cunning one 
That makes it out. 

Youtu/ S. That's like a gentlemaii. 

Old .S. Thou canst not tipher : liand tliee in a bill 
Of tweoty items, and 'twill puzzlc tliee 
To add it up. 

Youtiff S. Tiiat's quite the gentleman. 
Father, tbou tnily said'st I'm t«eiity-on(!, 
And lie that's twenty-ony by biw's a man : 
So I'm a mau, and as a man am free, 
I'm master now of haudsome twenty pounds, 
Left to me by my godfather ; to tbem 
Add thou wbat graoe thy graoiousuess may please, 
And in my own way let rae try the world. 

Old S. Thou'rt like a wayward horse that will not 

Tlie training tliec's all lahour, profit none, — 
And thrift of fruitless toil'a to give it up. 
Thy will wüuld bave thee free before thine age ; 
Thine age, like false friend, now dotli back thy will ; 
Both are too strong for me, and I must yield. 
Wait for mo. I'll be with you preaently. 

i^OiD Small goea out. 

Young S. Does ho consent, and am I free indeed ! 
New bonds I fear'd to curb me in new rights. 
And lie takes off tho old. — I thrive apaee. 
Most hopefui setting imt ! So fair begun 
Must nceds fair ending havc. 

Feier. You play'd that game 
Of luggats passing well. 

Young S. 1 play'd a game — 
But not at loggats, Peter. Never more 
I'll play at loggats ! Peter, nougbt I've done 
But walk since morning up and down Cheapside, 
Feaating my eyes on ladiea of the court 
And its precincts, that come to bargain there. 
O Peter, homely are the siiks they wear 
To their more silken looks ! A city coif 
Hatli twice their pride ! No tossing of the head ; 
No turning of the Shoulder in disdain ; 
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But eyes that drop when they your glancea oatoli, 
As if to let you gaze ! Peter, I'll make 
My fortnne 1 

Peter. Prithee, how ? 

Youny S. Now try and guess. 

Peter. I could not guess, were I to try a weelt. 

You«^ S. Peter, tliou canst be shrewd. Look at me, 
Peter; 
Scan me from headto foot. Premising, now, 
Thou knew'st me Dot, wouWst take me for the son 
Of Gilbert Small, the pin-maker ? 

Peter. More like 
I'd take you for the son of Walter Husk, 
The baker, to the east of Aldersgate. 

Young S. Ä baker's son ! a crust hath pith aa miieh 
As thou hast wit. Take me for son of him ! 

Peter. He's tall, and so art thou. 

Younff S. What's tall ?--What's tall ? 
Pronounce me son unto a barber'a pole, 
For it Is tall ! To say a man is tall 
Is nothing, Feter ! I>ook at me again. 
And guess what way I'JI make my fortune. There, — 
I faney that's a leg. 

Peter. It is a leg. 

Yovng S. And theruunto's a foot. 

Peter. Yea is there, of 
A Terity. 

Young S. Go to ; you flatter now, 
You think me vain ; but I am not vain, although 
I have a leg and foot, — ay, and a face 
Moreover, 

Peter. Cert^uly thou hast a face. 
He'd have a face who'd say thou badat not one. 

Yoiii)^ S. Thou hast a wit, good Peter. Show thee 
but 
Ä thing, thou see''st it. 

Enter Old Small tinperceived. 
Look at my waist. 

Now hft your eye a little farthet up, 
And ponder how my Shoulders spread. Dost see I 
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Now on the wliole — to apeab it inodestly — 

Taking me altogetlier, am I not 

A very peraonable man ? Now, Peter, 

How shall I make tay fortune ? — Why, you fool ! 

By love ! 

Old S- \j^minff forward.'\ Who mames thce, loves 
not herself : 
Slie goes a voyage in a fair-weatker bavk, 
That äcuds while wind and wave do favour it, 
But in itself hatli no sea-worthiness 
To stand tlieir bnffeting ! Here, liave tliy wish ; 
Thou'lt find no niggard band lias fill'd that purae. 
I giye it tliee to feed thy wantonness ; 
But, e'eu for that, I'd have theo cliary on't. 
Theie's not a piece in it but is made up 
Of grains of fractions, every one of which 
Was slowly gather*d by thy iather's tbrift. 
And lioarded by his abstinence ! It holde 
How many minutes tom iroui ncedfui sleep I 
How many customary wants denied ! 
How many tbroba of donbting— sighs of eare, 
Laid out for nothing, in thy waywardncss ! 
But take it witb a Messing — Fare theo well ! 
Thou never yet couldst suit thec, Thomas, to 
Thy fatber's houae ; but, should tliere come tbe time, 
Thou know'st the door, that still was open to thee. 

[Old Small goes out. 

Young S. Peter, I'll stay at liomo. Tlio good old 

He lovea me, Peter. Take him back the purse, 
And say I'll stay at home. 

Peter. And kccp at home ? 
Wait like bis ledger on the dosk ? 

Young S. I will ! 
That is, I would. 

Peter. A.uA ioWovis, if l could. 

Young S. I fear it does. 

Peter. What's got, restored, uiay noi he got again. 

Young S. Peter, you eounsel like an oracle. 

Peter. You've rubb'd your eyes tili they are red. 

Yaung S. Indeed ? 
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Peter. Loot in the glass. 

Young S. A pity not to make 
My fortune, Peter ! Give me back my piirse, 
I'il make my fortime. Go and get my trunk, 
And bring it after me to Cripplegate. 
Thou, aaid'at, as I came in, thy place was loat 
On my account. I'il find thce in a new one. 

[|Petbr goes out. 
Thcre's no Controlling fate ; and fate, I see, 
By luve has destined me to make my fortime. 
So farewell to my father's house ! I could 
Be sad at bidding it good-bye — bnt will not. 
I'll think on nougbt biit how we'lt meet again, 
When love fulfils what fat« decrees for me : 
Bids Thomas Small a golden wedding hail. 
And eenda him bome a very gentleman ! 

^YouNO Small goes out. 



SCENE III. — An Apartment in Albert's Home. 
Enter Albebt and Emma. 

Emma. "Wby aigh'st tbou, Albert ? 

AI. This bath troubled me. 
On Thursday, aaid'at thou ? 

Emma. Yes. 

AI. I recollect ! 
I recollect ! — Waa't not on Ludgate Hill ? 

Emma, On Ludgate Hill. 

AI. It was. I recollect 
Sbe graap'd my arm, as with the start, metbougbt, 
Of suddea fear, whicb I accounted for, 
As at the self-same moment beard I near 
The furioua prancing of a fiery steed ! 
Rode be a steed ? 

Emma. He did. 

AI. Then 'twas for bim ! 
The image, say'st tliou, of my likeness — ere 
That fatal field wbich robb'd me of my eight — 
New given to thee I 
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Emraa. So did slio say. 
AI. Whereis 
Tliat likeness ? 

Emma. In her custody. 'Twas tliat 
Betray'd tu me the Beeret of her heart ; 
She pray'd it from me. Of its costly case 
Despoil'd, I gavc it her — and wonder'd still 
To find her gazing on't, with looks that spoke 
A passion more than filial, that did vent 
Itaelf in very tears ! the which her breast, 
ünwonted heaving, seem'd with sighs to numbor ! 

AI. Such things Tve heard. 

Emma. What, Albort ? 

AI. I have heard 
That Bubtle passion from a glatice hath Sprung, 
Hath in a moment taken. root so deep, 
Years could not pluck it up ; but in the heart 
It grew and grow, though beam of sunuy hope 
Did never fall upon it. Mark'd she how 
He was attired ? 

Emma. A yeoman did he scem. ^tliing 

Äl. That hope ia quenoh'd : — ot prouder State, this 
That aeems a weed, had haply prosed a flower ! 

Einmii: I pritliee, Albert, how ? 

AI. That brothcr, who. 
Unnatural, niy lands confiacate seized, 
"Tia Biüd is father to a goodly son, 
The very iraage of hia uncle dead, 
As they believe me, Hope did kindle np, 
Tliat son it was she eaw. That hope ia quencli'd ! 
He seem'd a yeoman ? For this malady 
"We have a medicine — the knowledge of 
Out real atate, which still we've hidden from her. 
That ehe shall know to-morrow. 

Em.ma. Teil it her. 
And quit thla wayward life, Thoii'st kid by störe 
Enough. Fursake the land which thee forsakes ; 
Another onc makes thee a iranchiaed man, 
Far from the ban of this. Tliere may'st thou take 
Thy title, in tliy own land forfeited, 
And for onr fair child find befitting mate. 
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Jt. I will not — cannot quit my aativo land ! 
Bann'd as I am, 'tia precioua to me still. 
It is my fftther's land — 'tis loyed for that ; 
'Tis thine — thy cliild's — it sliould be loved for you ; 
It sliould be loved, if only for itself ! 
'Tis free, it liath no despot, but its lawa ! 
'Tis independent; it can stand alone ; 
*Tia miglity 'gainst its enemies ; 'tia one ! 
Wliere can I find the land the like of it ? 
Its son, though under ban and forfeiture, 
Is envied. He's the bruther of tlie free \ 
Üo ! no ! I cannot quit niy natiye land. 
For sight of other land l would not give 
The feeling of its breath —the wall of him 
That does not forfeit it, which none may Scale, 
However prond, unscathed, to do him wrong ! 
I cannot — will not— quit my native land. 

Emma. Then let ua seek aome quiet corner on't ; 
Nor spend on thriftless hope, wliat, husbanded 
By wiso content, would keep us more than rieh. 

M. Nor can I that. Who seea his house pull'd down, 
And does not atrive to build it up again ? 
Who Sees hia vessel sunk, and does not look 
For otlier hyU to plough tbc waves anew ? 
I cannot do't ! I'vo lived on the bigb seas 
Of restless life ; I would be on them still. 
Say I'm unfit for't^I'd be near them still. 
The sailor, maim'd or superannuate, 
Seeks not an inland home ; but near some clifF 
His hammock slings, in liearing of the surge 
He wont to cleave of yore, Come, lead me fortb. 
Where's Bess ? 

Emma. An errand gone to Aldersgate. 

AI. I would again slie went not forth alone ; 
My heart hath steange misgivings touching her, 
Bold men infest our streets, who would not stop, 
By migbt to take what right refuses them ; 
Like him who !ate, witli his pemicious suit, 
Dld hurt her tender ear. 

Strap. IfVithotil.'} What! hoa ! 

AI. Come in, 
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Whose challengc ig unwelcome, yet a friencl's. 
Is it not honest Master Strap 'i 



Strap. Thesarae, 
Master of cobbling, as thy slioes do show, 
Wliich seet liia lapstone old, aad leavc it tiew — 
But to tlie matter, as they say ? 

AI. IVliat is't ? 

Strap. Why, tliia it ia — a trutli as old aa time — 
Grief hatli this soother, 'tis not solitary, 
But, if 'twill look for't, finds ita fellow grief. 
So does tlie wise man teach. Tliou know'st I lost 
My daughter, Sunday week ; she did not die : 
Bomances drove tiie giddy vixen mad. 
And sho eloped from me. For loss of iier 
I liave ne'er becn aober since I No comforter 
Like ale — save sack ; but sack's for rieh men 3 cares. 
— Your friends ! — Saya one, " It might liave fallen out 
One, tliat it might be evil, aent for good ; ^worse ; " 
üne, that tbe plague itaelf will have an end ; 
And some did pity; some did acold; and some 
Did try to laugli me out of sorrowing. 
As twenty waya there arc to mend a slioe 
Beaides tbe soling, lieeling, welting on't. 

AI. But wbat ia this to us ? 

Strap. Pbiloaopliy ! 
If not philosophy, a moral, then — 
And if not that, why, then, a hint that thou 
Hast loBt thy danghter, just as I have mine. 

Emma. Have lost our danghter ! 

Slmp. Witli a difference, though — 

AI. Nay— 

Emma. Prithee, Albert, give bim bis own way ; 
He's sujt; at last to take it ; so we lose 
Our time, persuading birti to progress ours. — 
■\Ve5l. 

Strap. I did say there was a difference, 
But wbat of that ? This road and that do nieet — 
Take whicli you will, you come to the same end. 
It matters not, iiiy daugbter, with her will. 
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Tliino againat hers, !s gone, siiice both alike 

Äl. How ? whcre ? who forced our child away ? 

Strap. A gallant, who behemm'd her in the atreet, 
With good a, score of lusty followers, 
Flush'd swaggerers, tliat seem'd of no account 
To reckon lawleaa deeda ! I heard a rout 
And left my stall. There was she in the midst ; 
Some following with ontcry 'gainst the deed — 
But none with band that dared to questioii it. 
TJpon my chdd I thought, at sight of thine — 
Thought of thy loss mine own bronght home to me — 
My brain was awimming, and I rush'd on bim 
That held her^— but a fiÖip laid me down \ 
Yet, brief as was the scuffle, and the end 
Untoward, profit came of it. This ring 
He wore, thougli how he left it in my band 
I know not. 

AI: Give it me ! — A jewel hath it ! 
Yea ! 'Tis no common ring. Perbaps a ohie 
To trace the raviaher f Give me a aword, 
Get me a knife — a dagger ! — any tbing. 
So that it be a weapon ! Wretched man ! 
Why don't I aak yon firat to get me eyea ! 
Sight of my heavy wrong, put out the thought 
Of what muat help me to revenge my wrong ! 
Oh, heavy loss ! To have a father's heart— 
To have a father's arm to second it, — 
And both be useless for the lack of aight ! 
The Queen ! The Queen ! 

Strap. Wouldst ace the Queen ? Then straight 
Eepair to Temple Bar; she doth eommence 
To-day a Royal Progreas ; there will wait 
To hear the greeting of the mayor and Citizens. 

AI. Lead on ! My child ! my child ! Whate'er 
Tliia hour will I unfold myself, and find, ^hetide, 

One way or other, period to my cares. 
Know'st thou where dweils a notary on tho way ? 
Conduct me to him. — On I — We'll meet our death 
Or find our child.— On ! on t Our child ! Our child ! 
^They go out. 
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SCENE IV. —The Street. 
Enter Yoünö S.iiali. and Petek newiy atlired. 
Yowtg S. There ! — said I not we sUouId be late and 
lose 
The setting out, wherein we might have mix'd 
Unnoticed with tlie royal cavalcade ; 
And ali through fault of thee, that took'st such time 
To apparel thee — no doubt with wonderment 
At such surpasaiDg gear. — Let's breatbe awbile. — 
Peter, thou'lt ruin me ! Is that a way 
Por serving-man to carry him ? — Consider — 
Tliy master, Peter, ia a gentleman. 

Peler. To keep in mind on't do I all I can. 

Youna S, I eay thou dost not, oIsb would it appear. 

Petm-, It shall appear. 

Yourtff S. See that it do so then — 
Especially when thou dost go abroad. 
Then carry tUus thy head, stand with an air ; 
"Walk with a gait, as thou wast somebody ; 
And wlien thou speak'st, thou inust speak np, like one 
That values not wbo hears ;— but not to me. 
To me, good Peter, do tiiou none of these ! 
Speak small to me ; wear thiis thy head to me ; 
Stand thou not with an air wlien I am by ; 
Nor, when my eye'a upon thee, move with gait 
Of Bomebody ! Thou'rt ever nobody 
In presence of thy master ! — minding atill 
To bear thee like a gentle serving-man. 

Peter. TU mind. 

Younff S. And do so ! — And remember too 
Wlicn I do sit, and thou dost wait on me, 
Thou layest not thy band upon my chair. 
But stand at distance from't — nor yet in line, 
But good a foot behind tlie rearmost leg ; 
Not in advance of that a barley-com ! 
And balance not thy body on one leg, 
"With knee of t'other negligently bent, 
As if it Said " I caro not !" 'Tis not meet. 



db,Google 



CREEfJ. 93 

But stand on botli, as e^ery Joint of tliee 

Did know me for thy nnaater— not astride, 

But heel to heel ! — And keep thy finger from 

Thy button-hole^but not to cram it in 

Thy poke ! Kor yet on hip to rest it— 'twere 

As thou woTildst say, " I think myself a lord !" 

Thou wouldst not fold thine arms ! Field-marshal, Peter, 

Could d(i no more — do rothing with thine arms, 

But let them hang '. There ! Seem'at thou now indeed 

A aerving-man. 

Peter. Will that content you ? 

Ymmff S. Yes. 
But mark ! Thou hast play'd with me at quoits and 

loggats, 
No more of Ihat ! 

Feter. l'll mind. 

Young S. And when I have order'd me a tankard out, 
And given it theo to hold, thou more than once 
Hast quaff'd it ofFto my good luck. — Be sure 
No more of that ! 

Peter. l'll try and mind, But, sir — 
Since 80 I muat accoat thee — what avail 
The galt and aic of gentJe aerving-man, 
Withont the pocket should belong to one ? 
Look there ! 

Younff S. What's there ? 

Peter. A melancholy rap ! 
A black-faced copper sixpence ! Add to which 
A button fvithout shank, and you sum up 
The pocket of your gentle serving-man ! 
I ne'er cau do without allowances, 

Young S. ADowances ! — What wagea got'you from 
My father, Peter ? 

Peter. 'Twere a cunning cterk 
Conld count them, — pureewas nevermade would wear 
With hoarding them. To coin tliem took it not 
Gold, ailver, no nor braas. I aerved him for 
My bed and board, that hoard and bed were none, 
But shifta for them ; a jerkin in the year 
And douhlet ; old apparel new made up ; 
Hose, wlien the feet had waJk'd away from them ; 
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Shoes, wliose laat mending had tlie cobbler broiiglit 
To bis last wits ; and bat that gaped to see 
Its crown was gone ; witb wliat good luck besiücn 
Might send me. 

Yoting S. And thou nam'st allowances ! 
Do I not promise thee a pound a-yeav ? 
Jerkm and doublet to provide tliee witb, 
The thirtietb peuny on the counter rung 
Tlie knell of half-a-crown ! Hose got I tbee, 
Witb feet unto tliem, newly vamp'd and dam'd ! 
And from thc cordiner hiraseif direct 
Wast thou not sbod ? Nor was tby bead forgot. 
Witli tby weü-fumish'd trunk to mako it raatcb, 
Did I not treat it to a crown-wbole bat, 
Nor yet at outlay stopp' d. so niinous, 
But in the bat a comely featber stuck, 
At Charge of twice a groat ? No niore of this ! 
Belicve wben tbou'rt well off. — Tbere's twopencj for 

To sbow tbee tbat tboii serv'st a gentleman ! 
Dream'st tbou Bonietiuies ? 

Peter. I do. 

Youn^ S. Wbat's the beat dream 
A man can dream ? 

/'efe*-. They say 'tis hanging. 

Youi/ff S. So ! 
Didst tbou Dot dream of hangiug yesternight / 

Peter. I did. 

Yoanff S. Thy dream's come out ! Tliy fortuiu: b 
made 
But knew'st thou it — -come on ! Content tlice, and 
Tbou shalt baye pence ! Miud bow tbou bear'st 

tbyselfl 
Well done ! But keep to that ! So. — FoUow me. 
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SCEXE Y.—Temj)le Bar. 

The Hounes on eaeh side adortied roüÄ chtks o/Hlkor velvet, 

gold or Silva", hanging from ihe wppw windotet. — A crourf 

qf Citizens, men and woiaen, astemUed. 

Oßeer. Stand back, aira ! stand back there, I say ! 
— Why press ye forward ? — Back there ! back ! Keep 
Order tili her highneas pasa. 

Fir»t Cüizen. Will it be long, sir, ere she come ? 

O^ker. To anawer that I muat know the meaaure of 
your patieEce. Stretches it to some fi^e minutes hence, 
I dare wairant you ahe will be here quickly ; for 'tis a 
quarter and npwarda beyond the time ehe appointed to 
set out from "Westm inster. 

Seeond Citizen. Is't to Norwich, «r, her highness 
makes her progress thia time ? ^Shouls without. 

Offleer. To Norwich 'tis, air. — Peace ! her highneaa 
comes. Each keep hia place, nor press upon the other, 
so one and all will see the aight, Here comes the lord 
mayor, with the aldermen and Council, to greet her 
highness. More room ! — stand back 1 stand back ! 

Enter the Lobd Mayob, i^. Enter Proeession ITirmgh 
the Gates; Soldi^s, Gentlemen Pensioners, Band of 
Gentlemen, Band of Knights, Band of Barons, Trumpet- 
ers and Heratds. The Queen, acoompanied hy Ladies, 
closed up with Guards. — The Lord Mayob, i^., advance 
and kneel to the QuBEte. 

Mayor. May't please your majesty, with duteouB 
knees, 

That for our loving and right loyal hearta 

Do truly vouch, aa would our tongucs for hoth ; 

Our happy priTileges, of the which 

Your gracious sceptre the high guardian ia, 

Thus lowly at your highneaa' feet wc lay ; 

And with fair greeting, pray to welcome you 

To your good city here of London, 
Queen. Freely 

Do we accept your greeting, Citizens 

Of London; of our loyal cities, chief; 
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The princess fair of commerce, tliat defies 

The wurld to shuw her peer ; whose mercliantmen 

Do tlirong the seas with gallant fleets, the which 

To float, the treasuries of kiugs might brag ! 

Tlie Privileges, at our feet von lay, 

We pray you to resume : and truly guard 

Fot her behoof, who, in lier siibjects' weal, 

Doth love to boast she still lotka up lier own. 

Mayor. Om" duties ever oii your highiiess wait ! 

Queen. Proceed. 

Alhert. {leitSiout.'] The (jiicen ! tliü queen ! — Wliere ! — 
WLere's the queen ? 

Oßcer. Stand back ! 

Queen. Make way ! — Who calls upon the queen ? 

Oßcer. So please your majesty, a beggar-man ! 
Stand back ! 

Albert. The queen .' t!ie queen ! 

Offleer. Stand back, I say ! 

Queen. Holdjsirrah! Dare not stop myaubjects' way 
That come in sufFering to mt' ! Did I— when 
My riglit did crown nie, and I pass'd along, 
My way beset with subjects, that more thick 
Did thi'ong me with their blcssings than their eyes — 
My chariot frequent stay, that I might take 
Tlieir gifts of nosegaye from poor womcE's lianda. 
And shall I now pass on, nor stop to hear 
A poor man's prayer ! -Approach, whate'er thou art ! 
^Tlie Officer makes way for Albebt, whoenUn. 

Albert. \^presentinff a aero/1.2 Lead — lead me to her 
higiiness' foet! [^Kneels. 

Justice, great queen ! — Justice and mercy ! 

Queen. How ! 
Mevcy doth stay the hand of justice; justice 
Prevent the band of mercy. — Ask'st thou, tlien, 
For büth ? 

Allt'rt. For mercy I'd implore for onc, 
"Wbose high offence hath long contrition half 
Atoned for, — half, the Iciss of sight — his just 
And lieavy penalty for swerving duty ! 
Justice I'd ask on one, whoae daring wrong. 
In open da)', hatb robb'd me of my child — 
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A virgin, gracious queen, of beauty rare, 
Although her father's eyes ne'er vouch'd for it ! 
Quem. But went she of her will 1 
Albert. No ! no ! — by force 
Just DOW '. — i' th' public street 1 in open day ! 
Tom from her parents, whither know they not — 
A mother that in liim, who ahonld protect 
Her child and her, doth only find a charge ! 
A father, with the limh and lieart of one, 
Still without eyes ia heattless— lopp'd of limb — 
At least to snccour those that cleave to him ! 
O royal maidcn, täte a maiden's part, 
And, for her wrong, o'erlook the wrong might stand 
Betwixt thy justice and her injury ! 

Queen. Thy tears, old man, du better serve than 
sparks, 
To kindle up our wrath ! Know'st thou the name 
Of the offender? 
Albeii. No. 
Queen. Nor rank ? 
Altert. Xor rank — 
Unless a ring— which, in a scuffle that 
Befel with one who tried to take her part, 
Game from the finger of the ravisher — 
Serve as a clue to find him. 

Queen. Show it us ! 
This ring is not a stranger to us ! Ha 1 
Waits in onr train Lord Thomas WlUonghby t 
Wooä. No, gracious mistress. 

Queen. Eead this document ; [_Give> Albert's seroll, 
Advise him straight of its contents ; and add 
Command that on receipt, with prompt despatch, 
He lead the beggar's daughtcr to our feet — 
His wedded bride ! 
What to thyself alone relatea, we'll at 
Our leiaure learn ; what to thy child, at once 
We'U give our care to, Instruct us by what name 
Thou now art known, or title ? 

Albert. The Blind Beggar 
Of Bethnal Green. 

Que^. Thy daughter-s name ? 
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Albert. 'Tis Bess. 

Queea. Our own ! — Of beauty rare, tliou saj ?t : 

Albert. Most rare ! 

(iueew. And good ? 

Albert. Most good. 

(jMdan. fto ,4(t«B(fc(n(.] Look to that siglitle^s nia 
Whither we go, 
<.>«v pleasure 'tts he ■waits lipon us. On ! 
Tlie glory it shall bo of Besa's reign 
Her lowest subject, \t bis cause is right, 
Hatli 'fjainat her higbeat odds ; for, beggar c'en. 
He atill shall havo his queen to side with him ! 



ACT TL 

SCEXE l.—Raoin, in an Inn al fiomfonL 

EiUer Hostess anrf Ralph. 

Hostels. Now have I toW tbee alt — bow sbe (.-an 
liere 
On Tuesday night, sore faint and Iravel-worn, 
Wben tbou at Epping wast upon the roam ; 
How fvom her bome by bold and lawleas men 
Sbe had been forced ; how she escaped tbeir hands ; 
How, wlien she reach'd ber parents' roof again, 
Deserted 'twas, — tts tcnants doubtleas gone 
In quest of her ; how, knowing not what way 
To go, she put ber tnist in Heaven to guide ber, 
Whicb brougbt ber to our door ! 

Ralph. Inform'd sbe tbee 
Who were her parents ? 

Hostest. No i I ask'd, but eaw 
The question troubled her, so ask'd no more. 
T aee tliou tbink'st ber fair. Now, mark nie, Ealpli. 
Tbou'rt less sedate, l know, tban thou art wild,— 
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I also thiiik there's in thy heart a check 

Of ruth and honeaty, that draws tliee back 

When pasaion 'croaa their bonnds would have thee wing. 

Thou hast a shrewd conception, too, of life 

Beyond thy Station and thy yeare, my son ; 

Beware then, Ralph, her beauty tempt thee not 

To do her wrong! She's poor. She haa not friend 

Of right she here can call so — has not hoine, 

Save what a stranger a roof auppliea her with ; 

The laboar of her haods is all her nieans ; 

Her virtiie is their strengtb ; who'd rob cheni oii"t 

Were he my son, he were not villain onlv, 

But coward mcan to boot. 

Ralph. Nay, mother, iiay, 
I'm not that lackgrace yet ! Give tliou consent, 
I'na wived to-morrow for sweet Bessy's sake. 

Hoslms. I'Il think on't, Ralph ; meantime bestir 
thee, son ; 
Look to the gentlemao, since Wednesday laet 
Took up his quarters liere. 

RalpL The gentleman ? 
My ahoe's a gentleman ! 

Hostess. How, sirrah ! this 
Thymannera? 

Ralph, Mother, I did overhear 

HoMess. Didst what ? I'U have no list'ners in my 
house, 
No eaves-droppers ! no ears that wait on key-holes 1 
Wbo take their quaiters up at the Queen's Anns, 
Shall have their seorets, as their luggage, safe I 
Fie on thee, Ralph, no more on't ! mind thyself ! 
Thy mother's hard-earn'd gaina not more were won 
By thrift than honesty ; whom they enrich 
Must honest be aa thrifty. So be thou. 
My son is he, not of my blood that's drop, 
But portion of my heart. — Not so — l'd taka 
A bind tbat is, to be thy mother's heir. 

^R-AXPH poe» out. 
AU's right and tidy, — each tbing in its place, 
And cleverly put out of band. No cup, 
Tankard, or flagon, but its face might show 
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To polished silver, rieh and briglit as 'tis. 

There's sure a virtue in lier toiicli, tliat leaves 

AU tbinga it meets as ne'er tliey look'd before ! 

Luck hath slie brought witli her. Sinei) liere she came, 

No house in Romfurd holds its head so high 

As tbe Queen's Arms, for balm nf sparkling aie, 

l.'ordial of sack, and nectar of bright wine ! 

Wo«ld ahe were wife to Ralph ! Wc oannot hope 

To keep the treaaure long that's coveted 

By all who aee it, and by right'a not oiirs ; 

But yet who is she ? — Ealph's my aon, and heir 

To good a liuTidred ponnda a-year, besides 

ilis fatlier's honse and land. Her eourtesy might 

An heiress' seif vouclisafe to make to Ralph. 

When he abould wed, I sver lo'ik'd, at least. 

To give niy blessing to somc doctar's, squire's, 

Or curate's daugiiter. Wed him shall I to 

Onp knows not whom ? — I'll qnestion her more closi^. 

Hia father, when he wived, took home bis match. 

And so must lic. Slie comes. QäEss dngi teü/iou!. 

No need to keep 
Blackbird or thnish, while she is in the house. 
So sweet and active is her pretty tliroat. 
What's that she looks thus constant at, whene'er 
Slie thinka herseif alone ; biit when observed 
Doth ever quickly nestle in her breast ? 

ii'Nfpr Bess Kilh her father s piclure, flikk slie fretmenliij 
examines white i^ie swgs. 
The blind man's at the doov, 
And won't you let hini in ? 
He playa the harp, he'll spare no pdns. 

Vom iavour for to nin. 
Hell sing you fifs, one, two, or thi'ce. 
And he'll oak you a groat— no more ; 
And, giudge you a groai, he'll lie thankful for less— 
The blind man's at the door. 

He'll Bii^ you stories sad, 

He'll sing you sforiüs gaj ; 
And call as offen as jou pienae, 
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If yott fill him a cup, he's a happy blind man, 

As oft he haa been befyre ; 
But, grudge you that grace, he's contented with nor.e — 

The blind nian's at Ihe door. 

The blind man's at the door, 
And shelter none has he ; 
The sky doth smile, or it doth frown, 
But which he cannot see ! 
If you welcome him in, what carea he for the aky ? 

It may shine, or it may poui' ; 
Bnt, grudge you that grace, wet or dry he must on ! — 
The blind man's at the door. 

[_At the conclunon of the long the Hostess approache« 
(ind Steak a looic at the pkture. 

Hostesa. Whose picture is that, my Bess ? 

Begg. My father's. 

Hostess. Tlien 
Was never father better loved than thine ! 
Nay, blnsh not, that thou loveat thy father well ! 
ShoVt me. He ia a father to be loved ! 
No wonder thou shouldst keep it next thy heart ; 
I well could take't tomine, Thoubluahest more 
And more, Thou sUIy weneh ! There put it up. 
I like to heai thee sing, my pretty Bess ; 
'Tis gladness to my heart ! Art happy, Bess, 
Tolive withme? 

Bess. As far as happioess 
CaQ live with Bess, — her parenta lost — herseif 
Unable to provide her home or friend, 

Hostess. Not so, my pretty Bess ! Herself can liest 
Provide her these, No customer that comes 
To the Qiieen's Arms, and hath unmistress'd house, 
But would be glad if Bess ita mistress were — 
Knew he her history. 

Bess. [_Aside.2 Her history ! 

Hostess. One likes to know 
Whence people come — who people are — their birth 
And parentage. Wast thou a lady born, 
I eould not love thee better than I do. 
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Rut loving tbee so well, I'd know who tis 
So well I love. Who arttiioii, jiretty Bess? 

Best, [Aside.^ If I do say I am a beggar's cliüiJ, 
The door that took me in may thrust mt; out ! 
If aught besidc, I speak what isnot tnitli, 
And that I'U never speak t — You think me goud : 
You find mewilling — usefiil in tlie houw — 
Not knowing who 1 am To tcnh tou tbat 
More gooJ, more wilüng, uiefu!, makea me not ; 
Then do not seek toknowt I diri b I oiind, 
If cause I giye you not fui more contmt 
l'll givc you none for les^ 

Hottess. Where mystery ii, 
Doubt is. We hide what we do fear to show. 
If I do comD of honest kind, care I 
Who knows my fatber's name ? I'd cry it froni 
The stceple top ! To be a friend, we needs 
Must find a friend. My friend is she alone 
That trusta me. If niy love's not worth as mucl), 
Better I keep it to myself. Fair brow 
Thou hast, and open too ! I ween thy heart'^i 
As fjur — but why is't not as open, Bess i — 
Wliy, whitlier goeattliou '{ 

Bett. \_Whov;hi!e (Äe Hostess kos Imn speakiiii/ /im 
pul Qii her eloak and honnet.'y I know not — but 
I know I must go hence ! You're right — 'tis fit 
One know whom they do lodge — whoni they do love ; 
'Tis little to ask tbat ! Alas for them 
That are not maatera of so small a boon .' 
They may be question'd^wonder werc they not. 
They may be doubted — tiiey cannot com piain. 
They may lack friend — tbey've but themselves to blame. 
FareweD — thanks ! thanka ! mnch tbanks ! — 'Twas al! 

_ ^ g'ft ' 
The wind and rain, on whicli you shut tlic douv 
That let me in, liad just as niuch a right 
To enter it as I. I'm rested now, 
Refresli'd and strengthen'd — every foot I go 
I'U bless you that I am so ! 

Hostess. Leavc me, Bess ! 
That shalt thi.u never ' Givo nie uif tliy cioak 
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Prevent me not ! — thy bonnet TU untie, 

Or never oiore may I tie on my own ! 

Ah ! BeBs, dost mind me ? care I who thou art ? 

Or doubt I thee ? or am I not thy friend ? 

Nay, if thou leavest the houae, I leave it too ! 

rU have no houae that does not roof thy head ! 

For ever live with me ! [^Embraces her.^ Want'at thou 

a right ? 
A right then slialt thou have, Ralph loves thee, 

Wboe'er thou art. thou shalt bo wife to Ralph ! 
Nay, answer not '. I say I'U have it so ! 
See if I love thee now ! Here's Company — 
I'll look to tliem. Gfo dry thine eyes, aweet Besä ! 
Thou shalt be daughter, wife, and all, my Bess. 

\They ffo oul serei-allif. 



SCENE 11.—^ Private JRoom in the QiMm's Ann*. 
Enter R&I/Fs. 
Ralph. Look to thy birthright, Ralph ; — avails it not 
To be thy mother'a son that nature made, 
Tbou must be ofispring of her humour too ! 
Is't fault of thine that thou art not a vcall ? 
That thou dost heat, when men before thee teil 
Their boee-kept aecreta ! Gentlemen, forsootb ! 
My gentleman's gentleman ! the scrub of him ! 
The helper o' the acrub ! a rap, was nail'd 
To some vile counter, has been taten tlience. 
And the baee motal coin'd anew, to paaa 
Für piece of boneat gold ! T won't pass with me ! 
He trusts to make bia fortune by tlie priest — 
Of some rieh dame the favour eweet to win — 
And thereunto he foUowa the queen's court ; 
But stopping, on his way, at Uomford, here 
Sets eye upon tlie linnet I would lime, 
And tamea at our house. But, lest he apoil 
My Sport, IVe pointed out the busb to him 
TVliere sita a goldfinch — but a painted ooe — 
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Oiir Kate, chat's vow'd to wc! a gentleiiian— 

Our chambermaid, to seek her furtunf, come 

Like him to Komford, and alighted licro. 

IIiT do I palm on him for noble maid, 

lieiress of gold and lands, from forced matcli 

Escaped, and crouclüng here in hnmble gui.-i; 

To sliun pursuit. — IIa I liere slie couu'sl — Good day. 

Enter Kaik. 
Sweet Kate. 

Kate. Hold off! I'm Kate too sweet for tliee ! 

Ralph. Indeed ! when do we call thee wife, sweet 
Kate? 

Kate. When thou hold'at stirrup to my huaban.! 1 

Ralph. How! 
Will nothing less content thcc '< Marry, Kati' 
MaiTy thy match, or count to die n maid. 

/foic. My match is he that fits my thought, not tliine. 

Ralph. Thy match is he that fits thy fortune, Kate. 

KcUe. Not so, when I my fortane am above. 

Ralph. Their fortune who're above, oft fall buloiv. 

Kaie. Leave rae to look to that. 

Ralph. Look to it, then, 
Tliy new yeat's gift I'Il double for thee, Kate, 
If ere the year comes round, thou curtsey not 
Tlie wife of honest hind. 

Kate. The hind I'll wed 
Tliou'It touch thy hoanet to. 

Ralph. Ay, aliall I, Kate, 
When he to me dofis bis. 

Kate. Doffe hia to thee 1 
He fivat shall doff bis head ! 

Ralph. Nay, Kate, he fricnda ! 
Not only do I wisb tliee well to wed, 
But, if I couid, would help thee, pretty Kate ; 
And I can help thee if tboii'rt in the niood. 

Kate. What ! in the mood to help thee to a jcst ^ 

Ralph, Thyseif bo judge ! The gentleman came hero 
Ün Wedaeaday, — he throwa glances at thee, Katc^ — ■ 
Is that a jest ? I've heard, thy cousin, Kate, 
Was fousin's cousin to the cousin of 
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An earl, eweet Kate — IVe told him so, Is tliat 

A jest ? TLou know'st liow windfalls come — liow men, 

Were ragged knavea one day, the next has seen 

To strut as robed lords — how oft the tree 

Of noble family liath withet'd, branoh 

By braiicli, tili none to bear its honouts left, 

They're gone to cover soine poor diatant graft, 

Tbe parent stock ne'er threw its shadow on ! 

Wliy may't not hap to tliee { — I think it may — 

I wish it may — and as 'tis easy, Kate, 

To fancy what we wish, I've told him, Kate, 

To titlea and revenuea thou art heir! 

Is that a jeat ? Lei but thy beariog back 

My giving out, I'd marvel not if ere 

A quarter of a year — a month — a week, 

I doff niy honnet to thy spouse indeed. 

Is that 3 jeat ? 

Kate, Ralph, thou'rt au honest lad ! 

Ralph. When thou repair'st tu church, may I, sweet 
Kate, 
Make hold to kiss thee when the knotting's done ? 

Kate. I shall not mind, for old acquaintance, Ralph, 

Ralph. And when thou'rt raarried, may I sometimes 
call? 

Kate. Ay, may'st tho«, Ralph. 

Ralph. How often ? — Once a year ? 

Kate. Vü not be angry, Ralph, if it be twice. 

Ralph. How kind thou art ! — and when I call, sweet 
Kate, 
Wilt bid tiie lackey ask me in ? 

Kaie. I will. 

Ralph. And order Master Ralph a cup of sack, 
To drink thy health, while in the hall ho Stands ? 

Kaie, As sure as I shall be a lady, Ralph. 

Ralph. Thou ahalt be married to a gentleman ! 
And höre he comes — Observe him, bonny Kate, 
The vi sage, figure, habit, air, and walk 
Of gentleman ! To ndte bis only gait 
A man would say, or he lack"d brains, there goes 
At luaat a handsome thousand pounds a year ! 
When thou shalt call him spouae ! Away, my Kate, 
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J>on tliou a smootlier 'kerchiut^—c hange tliy ta]i 

Fiir thy Sunday oiie, witli bows as broad and red 

As fuU-blown peonies ! and soon as done 

Conie back again, wliea tliou alialt find liini hcre, 

And truli tliat pretty song you sang to um 

On Tuesday night — as though you inark'd hirn not, 

Love in hie heai't be sute liath taVen root— 

See how I'll make it grow and comc to fruit ! 

Bear thee as lofty gentlewoman, Kato ; 

Go proudly, Kate, and not ;is chambermaid ! 

Of niaida thou shalt be mistrcss !— Well done, Kate ! 

[Kate goes oui 
Herc comes indeed, my gentloman, from top 
Ti) toe new-fumish'd aa on conquest bent, 

[ RetiiVi u}) stiiy.- , 

Euter VoLJNH Smai.i.. 
Ymivj S. Debate it tlius. Whafs Idvl- ? !t is not 

Or gold ; 'tis not attiro or teneiiieiit ; 

Or nieat or drink. What is the worth on't then ? 

Notliing ! it raakea not wise — for theae are things 

That wise men covet, and 'twould counsel me 

To part with them ; it uiakes not great — great men 

Hatli loveundone : 'Tis not content— I ne'cr 

Saw lover yet but lic w^a woe-begone ! 

Its signs are willows, darta, and bleeding hearta ! 

I'll none on't, I'm reaolved ! Sweet mistress Beaa ' 

Ralph. Sweet mistreas Kate thou inean'st. 

Younff S. Right, inaster Ralph. 
Yet mistress Bess is swcut ! But wliat ot tliat : 
"Tis fit a gentleman a lady wed—- 
So Kate's the maid for nie. I'U conquur iovc ! 
LoYo's no small thing to conqner. Men fall sick 
For love, go mad for love ! hang, drown themselveg — 
But love doth meet its match wheu it meeta me '. 
You sce I'm ready, Ralph, 

Ralph. I See yoii are. 
Ay, that's the way to go a-wooing. 

Yoittiff .9. What, 
It strikes you ' 
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Ralph. Yes ! 

Young S. The jerkin's a new cut, 
Or eise the tailor'a pequred — oath he took 
It should be made as never jerkin was l 

Ralph. Hia oatli he has kept ! 

Young S. You mark my doublet too ? 

Ralph. Else lackM I eyes. 

Young S. And how the sleeves are slash'd ? 

Ralph. 'Tis slashing work indeed ! She must have 

Of stone, gives she not. 

Young S. A finc effect ! 
And then iny hat — wliat think you of the set ? 

Ralph. A gallant set — a very gallant set, 
Most valiantly tum'd up. 

Young S. The feather red ! 
Blood red ! and nearly of a lapier's length ; 
Tho loop of warlike steel, that, what with loop, 
Feather, and set, methinks it is a hat 
Criea — " Touch me not." 

Ralph. Methinks it is. 

Young S. 'Twas made 
To special order, 

Ralph. So 'twould aeem, 

Young S. You know 
They like a gallant bearing. I would look 
A very Hector, when I go to woo ! 

Ralph. And thou hast hit it. 

Young S. On your honour, now ? 

Ralph. Else never man hit anything. 

Young S. Indeed I 
I thank you, master Ralph. I'm glad you're pleased. 
You have a taste ! Beahrew me bat you bave ! 
How would you have rae wear my rapier ? So ? 
Orso? 

Ralph. Why, so — it better shows the hilt. 

Yming S. A pretty hilt ! I bought it for the hilt. 
The cutler would have palm'd upon me one 
Of better blade ! lie thougbt he had a fool 
To deal with! Buy a rapier for the blade ! 
"Who shows the blade ? 
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Ralph. Most tJ'ue. 

Youtiff S. I tUink I'll do. 

Ralph. No doubt on't — Here she comes, sir. — Tliat's 
her voice. 
Didst ever hear her sing, sir? CKate eings v)UhotiL 

Young S. Never. 

Ralph. Na! 
Then never did yuu hear a nightingab. 
Apart awhile, sir — you shall hear her voice. 

Enter Katk, and aings. 
VVhat shall I give to win your heart. 

My pretty chambermaid ? 
What di^ I give to win your lieart \ 
IVe land, I've gold, with aught V\\ i>ait 

To make you miue, he said. 

The nidd, kiiid air, whoae lieart is suid. 

A well-a-day may sing ! 
The maid, kiiid sir, whose heait is sold. 
Seils more ihan woHh of land or goid, 

Unless a golden ring ! 

Say aught but that, my bonny ijueen, 

And thou'rt my own, he said. 
Say aught but that, ray bonny cjueen — 
Who gives not tliat, she said, is e'en 

Beneath a chaiiibermaid ! 

Take that, take that, and all heside, 

Be mine, be miue, he said ! 
Take that, take that, and all beside ; 
She's worth me, that must be my bride, 

Though biit a chambemiaid ! 

Ralph. Up to her, sir— yet hold ! I'll wliiaper her 
A Word shall proflt thee ; your gentle blooil 
Is skittish, sir, and mettlesome — behoves 
You tendetly lay liand upoii it, air ; 
'Tis quick of inatinct. too, to know its kind. 
Was ever balance poised by thee or tliino, 
Yard flourish'd, counter bnish'd, '■)r leger i^nawlM. 
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'Tis odda she'l! apprehend it in a trice. 
Thank heaven, thou art indeed a gcntleman. 

Young S. f^sitfo.] I'd thank it, never had I pass'd 
for one. 
A score of crowns for my own clothes again ! 
'Sdeath, should she find I wear another man's — 
The thought doth aet my hcart a thumping. On 
My forehead do I feel the moisture break — 
My kneea begin to knock — oli, Thomas Small ! 
Better thou hadst remain'd thy father's dog 
Than ta'en a roam to Boniford. 

Ralph. Kate, behoves 
Tliou bear thyaelf aa lofty gentlewoman, 
If he looks ten feet high, do thou look twenty ; 
When he accosts thee, eye him up and down. 
And down and up again, from head to foot ; 
He verily believes thou art a lady, 
Keep him to that— thy arms a-kimbo put — 
Walk to and fro, and toss thy pretty head ! 
Behoves fine ladies give themselvea fine airs, 
Or who would know them fine — [_ToYocNa Small. 
ITp to her now. 

Young S. Fair Kate, a word or two. I'd spcak to 

Kate. \_Folhv!i7tg Ralph's directton.'^ Sir ! [Ytitso 
Small »tarts hack, Kate walk» ahout as in- 
strMied. 

Ralph. 'Sdeath ! stick up to her, or, aa I live, 
You'll lose her, air, Set thou to work as well, 
Pace to and fro, a yard at every step — 
Great men, I have remark'd, takc mighty strides — 
That's right I she stops — now to the charge again ; 
Teil her thon hast a guess of her estate ; 
'Twin soften her— but mind thou nothing bäte 
The feeling of thine own, as rigbt thou shouldat not ; 
That art indeed a very gentleraan. 

Young S. A cnnning man who feela the thing tliat 

Marry, I have found a secret out. 'Tis not 
The clothes that make a man a gentlcman. 
Odzooks ! ahe traversed me from top to toe. 
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As she would lay me open with lier eyi;. 
I vow I feel as I were like to swoou — 
Little Cheap — -snug Little Cheap ! as mucli 
As once I wish'd me out of theo, I now 
Do wish me Lack again ! 

Ralph. Now, pretty Kate, 
We'li draw to calm — tliou liaat tonviticed him quiti?. 
He swears thou art a gentlewuman bom. 
Put off a cloud or two, and now and tht-n, 
When next he speaka, give out a blink of sun, 
But not that he forget 'twas tempest, Kate. 
Take out tliy kerchief — hast thou one ; now draw it 
Prom cocner unto corner ; be it clean ? 
Now pass it cross tiiy face, and back again ; 
Now use it as do ladies use a fan, 
Twill show a, gentle agitation, Kate ; 
Swing on one foot thy body to and fro, 
And with thy other beat upon tUe ground. 
Now, sir, at onco propose for her — 'sdeatlv, sie ' 
Have not a faint heart ! 

Youngfi. Nol 

Ralph. Rememhor you'rt 
A gentleman. 

Young S. I do t 

Ralph. And so you are 
From top to toe. 

Yoiing S. I thank you, Ralph — youre good. 

Ralph. And so your father was before you, sir. 
And quito aa mnch his father beforo him ; 
Was he not, sir ? 

Yotin^ iV. Ay, quite asmuch, good Ralph, 
Or, if liQ was not, we're no gentlemen. 

Ralph. Then, now at onoc propose for her. ilein 

Or thrice before you speak, and broadly hint 
At her gentility. 

Youttff S. Engaging Kate — 
Aa gentleman sliould gentlewoman wed. 
So fain wonld I to wife take theo, my Kate '. 
And now I must take breath ; I teil tliee, Ralph. 
To wou a lady, is uo easy thing, [lt>^//r.'> 
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Ralph. Kate, canat tiiou bluah ? If not, why hang 
thy head, 
And look as though thou knew'st not wliere to look, 
And clasp thy handa and twirl thy thumbs aboüt, 
And make a sbift to squeeze out half a aigh, 
But loud enough to hear. Well done ! well done ! 
Bespeaka her overything a gentlewoman — 
Does it not, sir? ^To Youno Smali.. 

Younj S. lipon my life it doea, 

Ralph. Now bring her to the point of yes or no. 

Younff S. Of yes or no ? 

Ralph. Yes! 

Younff S. Yes or no ! I vow 
I tremble at the thought on't — juat I feel 
As I did play at loggata, and a pound 
Were laidupon the game, and mine the throw. 

Ralph. Well, sir ? 

Youn^ S. Good Ralph — I'U take a little time. 

Ralph. So do. He comes to pop tlie queation, Kate. 
When first be speaks, no answer render him : 
Nor yet the second time — nor yet the third, 

Kate. No, Ralph ? 

Ralph. Be quiet, Kate ; it were not meet, 
In auch a atrait, tbat gentlewomen speak, 
The thought should seera to take away thy breatli ; 
Thou shouldat appeat aa thou wast like to faint, 
And faint, sweet Kate ! — I'll be beside thee — lall 
Upon my Shoulder — and when I say " now," 
Come to thyaelf— but niind, not all at once, 
But bit by bit — I'U bave him at thy feet. 
Look at him once, and tum away ag^n — 
Another time — and try to tum away, 
But, finding tliat thou canst not do't, cry " yes '. " 
And, overcome, fall plump into bis arms ! 
Yoii-llmind? 

Kate. Be sure of me. 

Ralph. Make Sure of him ! 
Up to her now, air, — now or never, sir 1 

Yowng S. Dear Kate ! wilt be my bride ? 

Ralph, Agwn, awect air ! £time ? 

Youtiff S. Dear Kate ! wilt be my bride, a second 
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The tkir<! time. [Kate/«;/» on RALni's skouhkr- 

Wilt tliuu be my bridc, swcct Kate ? 

Ualph. I do believe she faints. 

Yoiiiig S. She Joes indeed ! 
She'a a ttuo lady — an my life abe is. 

Ralpk. Dovvn on your knees, sir — both your knees — 
and cliafe 
Her hands with youra — kissing them now and tlien — 
And 'gainst she comes unto lieraelf, 'twere well 
If yo« cuuld aqueezo a tear into your eye :— 
Now Kate, awake ! Your bver s at your feet 
Kneeling aa doth behove a gentleman — now — 

Kate. ^Recovers—follows Balph's directions.^ Yes ! 
\^ Throwinj h&nd/ mto Small's armg, nearly over- 
Hltmg Aim. 

Ralph. Hold up, aweet sir, and try to bear 
Thy overpowering happinesa— to botli 
I wish a World of joy, — Take her apart 
Into the garden ; never drop thy snit 
üntil she name the day, and be't to-morrow. 
" The cup, sir, and the lip ! " Dut, gentle Kate, 
'Tis not enough the bird is limed, behoves 
You have him in yonr band — good sir !— fair lady ! 
I glve you joy, and wish you a good day. [Oyw uul. 

Yaang S. Come, gentle Kate, that is to be my bride. 

Kate. O, hl, sir ! 

YoUTiff S. Sir ! :;all me thy Thomas, Kate, 
My name is Thomas — master Thomas. 

Kate. I.a! 
I ne'er can call theo Thomas. 

YouJig S. Yes, tliou canst 
.4nd wilt— dear Thomas ! — thy own Thomas \ 

Kali: La! 

Youiiff S. As I will call thee my own Kate, be sure, 
As aoon as wo are man and wifc. 

Kall'. 0, la! 
Don't talk of it. 

Youiii/ S. Of what eise should I talk ? 
Come Kate — my wife ! — my lady Kato ! 

Kaie. O, la ! ( Theif go uM. 
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SCENE in.—Tiß Bar and Parlour. 
Erder the Hostess, coaductitig Last, AIortioe, and Mallet. 

Hottesi. Walk in, good master Mallet ; gentlemen, 
Walk in, you're welcome. Wiiat will't please you 

We've choice for all, and nought but's of the best. 

Mallet. We'U taste your ale, goud mistress Trusty, 
Hark! 
How doea your pretty barmaid? Did you speak, 
As you did promise, a good word for me ? 

Hostess. I did. 

Mallet. And was she pleased ? 

Hoslest. 'Tis hard to say 
Wlien inaids are pleased, When I myaelf waa one, 
What iDoat I seem'd was oft what least I feit. 

Mortice. Your ear, kind bostess. — Gave you mis- 
treaa Bess 
Tbe measage I did send her ? 

Hostess. Word for word, 

Mortice. Wbat word did sbe retum thee ? 

Hostess. Marry, none ! 
Bess is a prudent wencli. Maids' thougbta go cbeap 
That can be bad for askiog ! Little worth, 
Yet hoarded charily, great price tbey bring. 
I found it so myself when I was young, 

Last. A word, good miafreaa Tniaty, when you're 

Hostess. I'm at your Service dow, sir. 

Last, Handed you 
My gift to Bess ? 

Hostess. I did. 

Last. And took she it ? 

Hostees. Slie took it not. — 'Tis here for you again. 
Preaenta to maids are earnest. Take tbey them, 
They next should take tho donors. Had not I 
Tbought so in my free days, I should bave won 
A dower in gifts ! You shall be served anon. 

Mortice. 1 gueaa you've come back speed. 

Last. Hast thou come better? 
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Mallet. Tlie fanit'a isair own. J.ove's not a gauu' 
at law 
Wherein the player is not he tliat stakes, 
I'ü play my game myself, and ask swcct Bess 
To church to-inoiTöw ! 
L<m. So will I. 

Mortice- And I. [Tliei/ go out. 

[Bess crosses the steige «fter iliem icitk a taukard. 

Enter Hostess, conducting Beljioni imil Wilford. 

Hostess, Waik in, walk in — I'U show yo« tu a room. 

Wil/. And please you get iny Chamber ready straiglit ; 
I will at once to bed. 

Hostess. I'U See to't, sir. 
He early goes to reat — ho must be ill. 
tiove-sick perhaps ? There's oomfort for him tlier!, 
Like all bis sex hell soon get over that. 

Bei. Hostcss ! 

Hontes.':. Yuur will ? 

Bd. I'd try your wine — is't good '. 

Hostest. Tlie very best ! 
Please yon sit down, good sirs. 

^Pl(tces rhairg and yoes "ii/. 

Bei. Still rapt as ever ! 
Rouse tbee, Wilford, rouse theo ! 
Shake off this lethargy, and be a man ! 
Take faster hold of hope ! we'll find her yel. 
But sbould we fail, wbat then ? Art thou to pine 
To death ? Tliis malady is of the Iiead 
More than the beart. Believe it can be cured 
Tliou'lt find 'twül be so. Be thyself again ! 
Be free ! Biit once beheld may be forgot. 

W'ilf. Yes, if a thing that any fellow batb. 
I may forget a diamond, can I find 
Anotlier one as rieb ; but show nie one 
That is the paragon of all the mine, 
And try if that's forgot, tbough seen but oncf \ 
Say that but once I see a beauteous Star, 
I may forget it fop another stai : 
Bat say but once I do bebold the sun, 
jVnd nanie the orb will blut its imagc uut I 
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Bei. But of a Single draught of lovo to die '. 

fVilf. Why not ? There ia your poison, stroDg and 
One kind admita of antidote — one not. [weak ; 

One by the draclim, one by the scruple, kille ; 
Anotber by tbe grain — for not in bulk, 
But subtleneas, tbe lethal virtue lies. 
So are tbere kinds in lovo ! a dozen sliafts 
May gall bim, and tbe bounding deer nin on, — 
But one shot home, bebold he's down at once ! 

Bgss ertters with wine, tchich sbe places on a table, at some 
distance from Belmont and Wilpord ; the ßtrmer sees 
her at once, and regards her with an expreision of fisced 
admirathn — the Jatter remaimng i» a State of perfect 
ahttraction. 

Bei. E'er saw'st tliou tbing so fair ? 
Wilf. Wbat speak'attbouof? 
Bei. Yon maid that waits on us, 
Wilf. I've aeen ! IVe Seen ! 
Bei. Tbia is to dream ! 
He aleeps — Fll wake him tben, My pretty maid, 
Hand tbou tbe cup to jonder gentleman. 

[Bess, whose eyes haue jitM fallen on Wilford, 
Stande gazing upan him, a^arenlly iKgenmMe to 
&eerylAing eise. 
Wbat ails tbe girl ? does she not hear f She's fis'd 
As statue to tbe pedestal — wbat Is't 
She gaaes at ? As I do live, 'tis he ! 
Commend me to a aallow chcek ! She'e smit, 
If Cupid is a markaman ! Maida, I've heard, 
Lilce books they weep over ! tbe whicb, the more 
The/re made to melt, tbe more do they devour ! 
See bow she reads bim ! Many, abe will get 
Tbe book by beart ! 

Bess. 'Tis be ! 'tis be ! How's this ? 
I feel at bome while I do look on bim. 
Scem near me bearts I know. I could believe 
Tbe roof our own. I scarce would start — were uow 
Tbe door to ope — to see my motber's lace ! 
Yet wbat is he to me ? Acquaintance of 
My eyea, wbom ne'er they met but once before ! 
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Bd. A sLot ! a shot ! (Jupid is in tlie vein ! 

Bern, [d/nming her fatker'g picturefrom her bosom, 
How like ! huw like ! how very. — vury like ! 
Tlieri! only wants a smile upon tlio lijj — 
I think the lip mure sweet the smile away — 
Fie I 'tis my father'a Kp ! My father then, 
As often I liave heatd my motlicr say. 
Just new had woq my motlier's Inve— I ween 
My mother then smiled too ! T-Vlio ougUt to smile, 
If not the maid tiiat'a wou'd liy liiiii shü'tl wed ? 
Her Beaa will nevet wyd '- 

Bei. Ä sigh ! Be sure 
The fawn is Struck. 

Be$s. Just now I feit at liome, 
And now I fcel a thousand miles from home ! 
Things, Strange before, are now still atrangergruvvn. 
And he moat stränge of all — ^the fartliest off, 
The leaat expected ever to be near — 
The aight of whom btougiit home so near to Tie&i ! 
What's Beas's home to him '! He'd pass tlie door. 
And wouid not know sho dwelt there ! If he did, 
Would never thank the latch to let him in ! 
Hü lias a home and friends that love him there — 
Ffiends that ho loves. Poor Bess is far from homt-, 
Was never farther — never half so far. 

Mostes» ^ieithoui]. Wby, Beas ! what, Bess ! 

Bd. How deep she is eutrauued. 

Hostess enters, and goee to her. 

Hostess. Why Bess, wLat ails thee, child ? 

Bess. ^ahatraetedly.'y Anon ! anon ! 
I'll do it thia moment. 

Hostess. Do it ! what wilt do ? 

Bees. [eonßised and hurrietUy."] Whate'er you hid. 

Hottess. Why, what has happen'd to her ! 
Look tu the bar tili I come back again. 
Why Bess, dost hear me, that thou dost not iiiiive ? 

ßesa. ^confuied.'^ I'll go this moment — where am 
tügo? 

Hmless. The girl's bewilder'd ! " Where am I t 
Canst teil me wliat I Said tu theo just now ? ^^o ! 
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Bess. Thon saidat, I think — or I niietake — thou 
saidst — 
Thou saidst — perhapa I did not rightly hear ; 
Thinkinfi of one thing, one forgets at times 
Another thing — thou saidst — it was not that — 
Nor that ; in aooth, I know not what thou saidst. 

Hontess. I knew't. I bade tliee go and mind the 

Beis. I'U do't. 

[Sft'W looking in the direetion of Wilford. 

Hostess. ThowHt do't ! and go'st thou not to do it ? 
Yonder'a the bar — why, Boss, thou art asleep ! 
Thou dreamest ! Rouse thee, Beaa. Go, mind the bar. 
The girl's not like herself. 

[|BEsa and Hostess yo out seeeralh/. 

Bei. A point-blank aliot ! 
An entry this in Oupid's register ! 
Lord Wilford, was't not noon with yon just now ? 

Wilf. Noon! 

Bei. Feit you not the sun ? 

Wilf. The sun ! whnt snn ? 

Bei. I'faith a glorious one, but not 8o kind 
As tliat which shinea by day ; for not a beam 
It threw on aught beside, You were its earth — 
The grateful earth unlike — tlie orb alone 
For which its ligbt seem'd made ; abaorbing it, 
"Without so much aa e'en a amile, to show 
You knew't from very darkness ! 

Wilf. You are mprry ; 
And I can only wonder that you are, — 
As sickness doth, thnt health can feed, white ahe 
Herselfirom rareat viands loathing tuma. 
It is not fancy ; or, if fancy 'tis, 
'Tis such as breeds reality — as, from 
Imagination on[y of disease, 
Disease itaelf will grow. Do I bnt dream ? 
Say that the anguish of a probed wound 
Is but a dream — say he that writhes in fire 
Is fancy haunted — just as much am I ! 
See'st not my fever ? Is't not in mine eye ? 
My cheek ? if not, my pulse will show it thee ! 
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For if its tlirob ije not the counter one 

To ttiat whicli lieahli doth know, 'tis anything 

Biit index of my licart, 

Hostesa fiiteri,, 
Host. Hü ! ßess, I say ! 

Entrr Bess, who in inanediately ptrceivd ly Vi'n.voan, niifi 

meeting kis ej/e, Stands as transfixtd. 
Why, Bess, how's this ? Is't tnie tliou wast o'erheavd 
To one, to two, and three, to give consent, 
When ask'd to be a wife ? Art thou not pledged 
To marry Ralph ? 

Wilf. I9 she to be a bride ! 

Bd. Are you awakc ? 

Wilf. I am ! I am !— as one, 
That long at sea doth pine him sick for Land, 
And, ever dreaming on't, starts up at last, 
With the rebound which says his hark has atruck. 
And drowns in sight and vcry reach of it ! 

Bd. Is that the maid ? 

WUf. It ia. Now wonder at nie ! 
Wouldst thou not ask, sprang ever that from eartli ■ 
Look tliere, and think of an anatomy ! 
Can lurk the canker death in auch a cheek 1 
Is not that flower imperishable, as 
It lodged the virtue of the feigned one, 
Which never dies— in poet's song 'ydept 
The immortal amaranth ! Is she to bc 
A bride ? I'il speak to her ! 

Bei. Thou'rt mad ! 

mif. Andiflam, 
Then once at least is madness rational. 
Being wliat I am, not to be mad as I, 
Were to be kindred to the cloddish brüte, 
That looks at her and knows not what it seea ! — 
Prevent me not ! Art pledged to any one ? 
Art tliou to bc a bride ? Say yes or no. 

Hostess. Speak, Beaa ! say yes ! Tliou knowit 
thou'rt pledged 
To Ralph ? 
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EnteT Ralph. 
Maida, sir, you know, are coy — give me tliy hand. 
There — art thou now content ! 

\^Places her hand in Ealph's witkout her lem^ 
eonscwwt of it. 
JVilf. Content !—Enough ! 
O'eimeasure on't ! I've done, — yet ■would I touch 
The precious thing, so much I've covetcd, 
Was ne'er tili now in reacli of— -now so near— 
Do find can ne'er be minc ! — Wlioe'er tliou art, 
Tlion art acquaintance of myheart — as soon 
As Seen, beloved ! I aaw ttee only once, 
That once too oft ! — For then I tliougbt upon 
My marriage bell, aud wish'd it might be thine, 
But now, when thine they ring, they ring my kuell ! 
'Tis not a crime to kiss thy hand, while yct 
The hanning of the priest forbids rae not. 
Thcre ! Let tliy bri.degroom at the altar set. 
In presence of the watching cherubim, 
Ä tnier seal upon thy lip than that 
I've fixed upon thy hand — though hia shall last 
Till doomsday ! Take me hence ! 'Tis hard to look 
At what we wish were onrs, and, while we do't, 
Pereuade ourselvea it can't be. — Take me hence ! 
The ouly sight of her is hold too streng 
For mo to strudle 'g^nst ! It pulls me towards her t 
I feel as it did suck my vision in ! 
My breath ! my life ! — I cannot quit her ! 

[_Breah from Belmont aitd ruskes towards her. 
Ralph interposes. "Wilford seem» to have lost 
all power over kimself. Bblmont approachea 
Mm to lead kirn out ; but, v^hen al the wing, he 
tums — gases dütraetedlff upon Bess. 
Loat ! 

IRmhes mit, folhwed hy Belmont, <md at the 
same moment Bess sinke sensdest ort the s/umUer 
of Ralph. 
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ACT TU. 

SCENE l.— The fnmt uj iJie (Jw*-'« Arms. 

Knter Peter /j'öjii the litii, singinii. 
A white gönn and girdlc, 

A knot i>f the samp ; 
And conie to our ivedding. 

Both damsel and damc ! 

Peter. A thanningday! A most pleasant day 1 and 
plcasant and cbarming work too — work fit for such a 
day ! Right excellent work ! Wedding and feasting t 
The feasting for ine ; the wedding for them that like it. 
For mine own part, holding the sex to be a provocatWe 
to wrath, which is sin, l'd sooner Lang than wed ! 
But for the feasting — there l'm your man ! Rwast, 
boiled, or Med, was ne\ er the disli that cowldn't wamuit 
me the smoothest-temper'd fellow in Christendom — 
with tlie special provision that there was enougli on't. 
I wouidn't say a& much of a cup, for a cup ia a thing 
that a man of very oil and ■^ugar will sometinies quarre! 
over ; but, from ale to sack, I defy any man living to 
say he ever saw me »jiiarrel tekk my cup — barring the 
liquor was bad, or the cn|i empty. If I'ni not the 
man for a feast, thcn nevcr man sat dowu to onc. I 
could feast it you aeven days ont of the week, and tet 
him that can, do more. Nay, were there eight daj-s 
in tbe week, and tlie week notliing the longer, I could 
feast it to the cighthday too. Sothogoodcbeer sha'n't 
lag for me. {^Sh^a. 

Vour bran new jerkhis, gallants, don, 

Or jerkins ne«', as you may ; 
But the gallant whose mood is not o' the best, 

Were l>est to atay away . 

ril give them a Song. Marry, that can I, when 1 
am tuned to the pitch. l'm none of your soher singer« 
—your trollers uf long-winded ballads with a hiirden 
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to them. I hate youv burdens ! To be outsuug hy 
every koave that hns threc notes upoQ bis voice, I like 
to sing alone ; but then it must be wben tbe liquor liaa 
tuDed me to the pitch. Tour liquor's a marvelions fine 
master of s'mging. When I'm tuned to the pitch, I'd 
like you to show nie the man that can sing better, or 
the Song that's too many for me. Nay, though I know 
not the air, I'll put one to it. 111 sing them a song — 
none of your dittiee, such as my old master used to 
grumble. 

In love feir Celia feil, O, 

With alaa ! and O ! anJ a well-a-day ! 
And her love tlie maid ivouJd teil, O, — 

Love cumes and goes like sun in May ! 

Above your reach ten feet, 0, 

With atas ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

Appears ten times as Sweet, O, — 

Love comes and goea like sun in May ! 

The youth he loved the maid, O, 

With alas ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

But to woo her was afraid, O, — 

Love comes and goes like sun in May ! 

But when her love she told, O, 

With alaa ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

His love grew wondrous cold, O, — 
tiove comes and goes like sun in May ! 

My moral would you find, O, 

With alas ! and O ! and a well-a-day ! 

No maid should teil her mind, O, — 
Love comes and goea like sun in May ! 

Enter Oi.n Small as off'a Joumey. 

Old S. I thank thee, fortune ! Kind artthoutome! 
He'a here ! he's here i Why, who should sing that strain 
If not the Tarlet knave he took vvith him 1 
That can't be he ! 

Peter. [^Aaide.^ My master's father here! 

OläS. Ooodsir,— 
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Peter. [_Aside.'} AU's right. He knows me not. 

OidS. Ipray, 
Heard you a strain juüt now ? 

Peter. I know not wliat you call a strain. I heard 
a varlet trying to play a tune upon hia nuae, which I 
could have puHed for liiuj, 'twas so villanously ill done. 
If you call tliat a atrain, let never man sing a strain to 
mc ! I know whcn I liear a strain. In a strain tliere is 
measure of time, whicli is tlie main part of it ; 
of tune, wliicli is no indifferent part of it ; and n 
of voice, whicli, thougli it rank not with either of the 
former, is yet 'alluwcd to be a part ; hut here was 
neither measure of time, tune, nor voice, but measure 
enough of tlie hick of thera. If playing a tune upon 
the nose be a strain, why then I iioard a strain juat now ; 
but whip me if I'd stand to liear sucli atrai^ again. 

Old S: This conld never be he. 

Peter. [^Agide.'] He eyes me hard. 

Old S. One question iwore, good sir. What kind of 
man waa he you heard sing ? 

Peter. What ! your uose-tuner ? Why, a tolerable 
aufficient man — nay, a very eufficient man ; say he had 
the dresä of one, 

Old S. How was he dressed, I pray you ? 

Peter. Marry, with cap, jerkin, hose, and shoes ; but 
the cap was out at the crowa, the jerkin was out at the 
elbows, the hose were out all over ; and as for the aiioes, 
it would tax a conjuror to find out why he wore them, 
for the Uppers were the most that remained of them, 
and they were out at the toee. Shirt bad he nonc, or 
he showed it not ; doublet bad he ever, bis jerkin must 
have eaten it up ; for it was a most incontinent one — 
a devourer of all kinds of cloth— coarse, middlc, fine, 
and superfine ! and of all colours, a Superlative sample 
of patcb-work, a very nosegay of a jerkin, saving the 
odour on't. If he was a gentleman, he was a gentleman 
in jest ; if he waa a boggar, he was a beggar in cameat. 
Serrice he oould never have bad ; for bowels of flesh 
and blood could not have committed it, to put a human 
body into such rat's livery. 

Old S. Jly scarecrow Peter, to a certainty. 
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ErtteT YauNO Small^/tobj the Inn, 

Peter. Mymaster! In, sir! in! 

Younff S. Whj-, what'a tLe matter? 

Old S. [M Peter.] Worthy sir,— 

Peter. Anon — 

Young S. My father! 

Pet&r. Fear not, — knows lie not 'tis I. 

Youny S. Nay, if lieftndsus out, myfortune'smarr'd. 

Peler. Stay ! and I'll rid you of him in a trice. 

Old S. Pray you, what gentleiaan ia that ? 

Peter. Gentleman '. Ne'er saw yoii a lord before? 

Old S. Is be a lord ? 

Peter. Is he a lord! — Look at him! Ia he not a 
lord ? Not your lord mayor, foräooth — a lord to-day, 
a master to-morrow ; but an CTery-day lord — a lord, 
and no thanhs to you ; nay, an' he halt at the third 
hob-nail, yet ahall he be a lord. Ävoid him, or carry 
your cap in your band. Ile takea measure of state 
upon him, If you take the wall of him, you may 
Chance to take from tho wall to the stooks. It happened 
no later than yesterday ; thoiigh, truth to say, the youth 
was a forward one — one of your care-for-noughts from 
the city — a fellow that woiild hector it like a prince, 
though, six days out of the seven, I Warrant you, bis 
father wipes liia heard witli an apron. 

Old S. What ! put he him in the Stocks ? 

Peler. Aydidhe; and from the stocka into prison, 
whenee if he be not transferred to the gallows, he bas 
more luck than grace. 

Old S. How angered he the lord, I pray you ? 

Peler. Marry, as I s^d, he took the wall of him ; 
wbereat the lord comraended the wall to bis head; 
which he not reüshing, commended bis hand to the lord'a 
cheek ; who thereupon commended bis body to the 
Stocks, and thence to the prison ; whence, wlien be is 
deÜTered, 'twÜl be upon a release in füll, signed by the 
sheriff, and execnted by the bangman — for be is a great 
lord. 

Old S. Alack ! so it sbould seem, sir ! — Know you, 
sir, the name of the youth ? 

Peter. I heard it, but have forgotten it, and yet have 
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I a memoiy ; but 'twas a very patcli of a navii'?, Onf 
good mi1)stantial name would make three such. 'Twas 
Homething like Sprat- — -or— 

OldS. 'Twasn't Small? 

Peler. Small was tlie name ! 

Oltl S. Älack, sir, 'tia niy 8on ! 

Peler. Thy son ! — Avoid ' — Avoid • Safetyfor tlieo 
lies lience — here, danjjer ' Sliares he tliy blood, and 
slialt thou not share his punishnient ^ "Wonld he have 
transgreased but for thee, i\ho biit for tliee had never 
lived to tran^ress ? Shall he oa whom treason is 
fathered hang, and the father of the traitor go free ? 
Avoid, Isay! Begone' Fineawaits tliee! Imprison- 
ment awaits tliee ! Ä lialter awaits thee ! 

Old S. Might I but have speech 
Of that fair lord ? Good sir, hast tlioti his ear ? 
Jiook, here are twenty pieces, — spcak for luä. 
And call them thine ! 

Peler. 'Twoiild nonght avail ! 

Old S. Good sir, 
I'll make the twenty thirty ' Take them, sir ! 
Good tliirty pieces only for a Word ! 
Conie, then, I'll make the thirty forty ! What ! 
"Won't that sufEce ? What will, then ? Sir, you see 
A poor otd man that bas an only son, 
Whom he, in evil hour, let go from him, 
Thinking tbat he could livewithout him, tili 
Thü taek he tried, but found too bard a one ! 
Then elioice had none except to follow him, 
()r stay at home and dio ! And here is come 
To Rumford all the way from London, sir, — 
On foot, sir '. — Take the forty pieces, sir ! — 
Nay, then, take fifty ! — sixty ! — all I have ! 
And only speak a good word for my son. 

Y<mvff S. Peter, thou'st spoil'd it all ! Ke'er heed ! 

Thy son is not to hang. 

l^Sjicaking icilA Ais back tov:ar<U Old Smai.l, 
OM S. thanks for that ! 
But he's in prison. Ope the door for him, 
Although f close't on me ! I'll take his place : 
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Perliapa of right I ahould. I held tbe lash 
And rein — if he's refractory or raali, 
Why ig he 80, but that I used them not ? 
He better were, bad be been better train'd — 
That he's not so, bis training bear tbe blame. 
That lies with nie. Yet was my fault my love — 
My too fond love ! — so fond it could not see 
How dnty could be barsb and yet be kind. 
Young S. Fatber I 

OU S. How !— What !— My son ! Ab, Thomas, 
Thomas, 
To pass tbee on tby fatber for a lord ! 
And who is this ? Tbou varlet — knave — rank knave ! 
[Tö Peter. 
Young S. Nay, fatber, well 'twas mcant ; tbou 
com est here 
To see great things. 

Old S. la tbie a. sample of them ? 
What kind of jerkin'a that for thee to wear ? 
'Twoüld auit a lord ! And trunks to match withal. 
And doublet ! Board and lodging for a life 
Tbou carr/st on thy back ! A cap and plume ! 
"Why, for wbat cobwebs, Thomas, hast tbou changed 
Thy father's heavy crowns ! What's that I see ? 
"Wear'st tbou a rapier too ! The end of time 
Is come ! And tbou, tbou ape — for notbing good 
But tricks! Tbou mischief! Eyil ne'er at reat ! 
For whom tbe bide were clotbing good enough ! 
Are tbese my savings that do shine on thee ? 
The whicb to keep, thy master's back more oft 
Did Jack than go provided ! Cap and plume 
For thee ! — A baltor for thee ! — Sirrab ! I'll to town 
Again. No hope ! No belp ! Discomfort all I 
Care lost ! Love wasted ! Thomas, fare-thee-well ! 
I abake thy band in bittemess, I do ! 
I'II strive to live witbout thee ! — To wbat use ? 
I tried, and couldn't do't. \_FaUs on kis neck. 

Youny S. Take not on ao ! 
Or I'll take on. In aooth I will ! I'ni not 
A stone — a lump of flint — a piece of steel, 
Let our apparel pass — or note it but 
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For joy ! for very joy ! Thoii hast a son 

That's born to fortuue '. — to Ligh furtune ! Know, 

To-day's my wedding day ! 

Old S. Thy wedding day ! 

Younff S. My wedding day. 

Old S. Aod who'ä to be thy bride ? 

Youitff S. A lady, 

Old S. How 1 Why, wherewitlial Iiast tbou 
To keop a lady ? 

Younff S. Keep a lady ! Xo ; 
Snfficient 'tis, niethinks, I marry her. 
My lady sitall keep me. How say you now ? 
My lady'a blood ! Sbe's one tbat comes of kin — 
That looks für landa and coffers — tliat is lieir 
To titles ! Wunder not tliougb tbou sliouldst bave 
A baron to thy grandson ! Close accounts, 
And shut up shop ! 

Old S. I'm all amaze ! Td like 
To see thy bride, 

Young S. Thou shalt, but not to speak — 
For, though tby son for gentle state was bocn, 
"Who looks on thee, saw he a couater e'er, 
Bethinks bim of a ahop ; so might'st thou mar 
My fortune. 

Old fi. Knows she not thy fatlter's calling ? 
Thomas ! nougbt prospers like plaiu-dealing, son ! 
But make tby fortune tby own way — tbou ne'cr 
"Wouldst follow mine ! 

Yomiff S. Content thee, fatlier, that 
My fortune's made ! E'en follow us to cliurch ; 
But not a word until tlie knot be ticd, 
And I be fast and sure a gentleman ! 
Hoa, Kate ! Sweet Kate ! E'er saw you lady, father '< 
You now shall look on one ! The form of lady. 
Tjie air of lady — faee of lady — yea 
Tiic eyes, nose, mouth, and chceks of lady, Kate ! 
Come fortb, my bride ! 

KaUi {coming to the door.'^ Who calls ? 

Youiiff S. Yonr bridegroom, Kate. 
To church ! to churcli ! 

Kati:. Before my bridemaid comes ! 
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Ymng S. Thy bridemaid, Kate, is not to marry thee, 
Bnt I, and I am liere ; so loiter not. 
The sextoii'a part is done — the doors are oped ; 
The clerk ia rendy with his honi and pen ; 
The parson's gown'd, and Standing by the book ; 
The merry bella are on the watch to ring — 
There want but thee and me ; so come to church ! 

Kate. Without a bridemaid, I should be ashamed ! 

Young S. How delicate ! Your bridemaid yonder 

So come, my Lady Kate ! 

Kate. Hcigho ! 

Young S. How aweet ! 
Lean on me, Kate. 

Kate. I fear to take tliy arm. 

Yourtff S. How elegant ! Nay, Kate — 

Kate. But if I raust — 

Younff S. How like a lady doth she carry her 
In all things ! Bear up, Kate ! Take courage, Kate ! 
Come on ! Now Warrant me a gentleman ! 

IThei/ffOOut. 

MusU> withoTif. — Enler Wilpobd and Belmont. 

fVil/. Loye plics the rack on which itself doth He ! 
Teil it of solace, and 'twill talk of pain, 
Which to augment its piteous profit 'tis ! 
So (ar unlJke, love'9 merchant is to him 
That trades for pelf. He heare bis venture's snink 
And cries, " 'Tis gone !" — triea to forget his losa — 
Hoists up fresh hope, and launches other freigbt. 
Jifo otlier freigbt for him that trades in love ! 
His venture baply founder'd — no new hope ! — 
His dreamy day of speculation's done ! 
His breast liath room for nothing, but the thonght 
How many fathom deep his hope doth lie ! 
He has no nse for life, exccpt to make 
Its cheek a feast for comfortless despair ; 
Nor ever smiles again, except to see 
How fast it waates away ! 

Bd. The loyer's tune ! 

fVilf. They come to carry her to church ! To own 
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The happy band she'U takc to Icad licr thcre, 
Woulii I forego the cLisp of Fortiine's own. 
And ail her gifta of rank and wealth refiind ! 

Bei. Yet gave alie thesü in kindncss. By tiieir 

Yoiir love might proeper yet. Wliat need yon do, 
But doff this aordid gniae, appear yonrsclf, 
And ask and have her ? 

Wilf. No ! not even her 
For their deserts !— Myself ! What's of myseif 
That is not liere ? Call I the prouder suit 
I should put on— myself ? Call I my name, 
Nomerit ever won ofmine — myself? 
They're nought of me but what a knave might wear 
As well as I ! My ardent soul'a myself! — 
My heart, too proud to be in fortune's debt, 
Where merit aole should win— myself ! My mind 
That ita chief störe by nature's richesseta 
With this its vassa! case, such as it is — 
Myself !— The only seif I'd uae or thank 
To win my love or friend ! So end my part 
What it hegan ! I'll look once more upon her ! 

[Jtetires wiili Bblmont, 
Eiiier Ralph and Hcstess, meeliiig. 

Hoslesg. Ralpli, wliere's tjiy bride ? 

Ralph. She'a in her chamber still. 

HoHeBs. Then bring her forth. 

Ralph. She does refuse to eome. 

Hostels. For what 
Delays she thus ? Her bonnet's trimm' d — her coif 
She has— I aent her in her wedding-gown 
An hour ago, I'm certain 'twas a fit ! 
I'll fetch her forth myself, [JLniers Oce home. 

1 Ou) SjiAi.r. 
Peter. 

Young S. Joy ! Give me joy ! 
Ralph. How, sir, so soon abroad! The knotting 

done! 
Youtiff S. E'en so, good master Halph ! Father, 
my bride — 
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Kate. Thy father ! 

Younff S. Even so, roy pretty Kate ! 
But fit that all do know tliou art my wife. 
Good frienda, my lady — Mistress Thomas Small. 
Now do me justice 'fore my fatlier, Kate ; 
He thinks nie fool — prove tlio« that I am wise, 
Thy kin, my Kate — thy kin, my lady Kate ? 

Kaie. An an ? 

Younff S. Anan ! Thy kin ? 

Kate. Anan! 

Youn^ S. Thy kin ? 
Thy house ? thy fainily ? thy pedigree ! 

Kate, Anan ? 

Young S. Anan ^ain ! 
"Whence drawest thon thy nohle hlood, my Kate ? 
How comcst it to theo? Is it by the male 
Or female side ? The lands thou'rt heiress to — 
The titles that ahall fall to thee ?— In right 
Of whom expectest them ? 

Enter Strap, hal/tipsy. 

Strap. Fine doings here ! 
A wedding ! So ! — I'!l thank you for a knot 
For honest master Strap. 

Young S. Peace, feilow ! — Peace ! 
The knotting's o'er. 

Strap. then the bride's a wife ! 
No doubt, good sirs, you've all had kiases round ; 
So now my tum Is come. Sir, by your leave. 

Young S. Out, knave ! Thou art füll of ale. 

Strap. A lucky day 
For thee, when thou art füll of aught so good ! 
I aay I'Il have a kiss. 

Young S. What art thou? 

Strap. What? 
A cobbler. 

Young S. What ! — A fcUow kiss my wife, 
That is not master even of a craft ! 

Strap. That shows thy wisdom ! 

Of crafta. 
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Young S. The chief ! — you lte:ii- hini, innstors ! fliii 
Of crafta — I question if tlie half of oiic ! — 
Yea, thivd of onc ! — A cordiner's a craft ; 
What lie doth make tUe cobbler only nieads, 
And so's no better than a patcli, a botcli, 
A nail, a tack, a stitcli — a coljblei' ! — wliat ! 
A cobbler kiss my wife '. — an awl — a. picce 
Of wax and packtliread — and tlie bristlu of 
A bog — and therc's a cobbler ! Ilark thee, Kate ? 
Could'at bear of auch a lout to take a kiss ? 
No ! nevcr gentlewoman could ! 

Slrap. Young man, 
Thou'rt drunk, or mad — or botli — tliou kuowest not 
What cobbling is '. 'Tis part of every trade, 
And tlie cliief part, — no trade but hatli its cobbler. 
Your law halb cobblers, your divinity, 
Your surgery, yonr phjsic. There arc cobblers 
In merchandiae and war. Wlio does not know 
What cobblers are there 'niongat your politicians ? 
If tliat should bc a craft which is moat followed, 
Tben cobbling is a craft— the chief of crafts. 

Younff S. Well hast thou argucd it 1 Yet prove; 
thou not 
Thy right to kiss my bride ! 

Slrap. Of new made bride 
'Tis rigiit of any one to take a kiss ; 
So pritiiee stand aside, — Nay, wilt thou not, 
Thou'lt leam, helongs he to a trade or not, 
A cobbler is a man ! But no — no broit 
Upon a wedding-day. Tbat were not like 
A cobbler ! Come — a bargain, sir — I'!l leavo it 
To your lady, 

Young .S. Gives she leave, you're welcome, sir— 
Small likelibood of tbat ! 

Strap. Fair lady ! — what ! 
Slut 1 hussy ! vixen ! wanton ! cockatrioe ! 

Young S. How, knave ? 

Strap. Knave ! she's tbe knave ! Prevent me not 
ni call her what I Ust, sir— wliat I list 
I'll do to her. \_Einbracei her.'} Make rosin of her !- 
pack-thread ! 
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Nail her into a last, you bridegroom ! — Take 

Strap, hammer, piocera to her ! — tum her 

Into thoDgs and shoe-stringa ! — Wherefore should I not, 

That am her father ! 

Young S. What ? 

Strap. run-away ! 
Oh, vixen ! mad-oap ! Oh my daiighter, Kate, 
And haye I found thee ? 

Kate. Father, I'm married — 
Manied unto a. gentleman 1 

Strap. [»eeing Old Shall,^ Odzooks ! 
Good maater Small ! — factor of minikins 
And corking-pins — of pina of all degrees ! — 
Hearing that thou hadat traced thy thriftless child 
To Ruraford here, and having lost my own, 
Geod fortune put it in my craay pate 
To follow thee, — and lo '. what apeed I've come ! 
My daughtet's found — and doubly found ! — She aays 
She's married to a gentleman ! — Hast found 
Thy aon ? 

OM S. Yes, Master Strap, he'a there. 

Strap. This he ! 
So, sirrah ! jackanapes ! And have I craved 
Thy leave to kiss thy brido ? Scom'st thou me now ? 
And if thou dost, thou art my son-in-Iaw — 
Yea, thou art married to a cobbler's daughfer. 
And what of that ? If not a gentleman, 
A cobbler is the ting of jolly fellows ! 

Ralph. Kate ! shall I now doff cap unto thy spouse ? 

Kate. Yes ; if thou dost what fitteth thee to do. 

Ralph. Thy gentleman hath dwindled to a pin ! 

Kate. A pin that's worth a bush of thoma, like thee ! 

Ralph. Give you much joy, good sir; you've wed 
your match ; 
Wbo doubts it, let him ! — I will swear thy bride 
A lady — much aa thoa'rt s. gentleman ! 
Nay, frown not {^Good-kumouredly. 

Young S, Frown ! who ever saw me frown ? 
I have lost all day at loggats, and I'd thank 
The man could aay, he ever saw me frown ! 
Come, Kate ! — come fathera both. 



•dby Google 



lJ-2 THE «EGGAE 

Kate. Wilt take me, siv ! 

Youriff S. Take theo ! liave I not taken theo ' I 
will— 
And keep thee too, so tlioit wilt let me, Kate. 

[YoTiNG Small, Kate, Old Small, Strap, an..! 
Peter retiir. 

Enter Hostess /rom hoim. 
Hostess. I vow tlie girl's bewilder'd ! yes and no, 
And no and yes, aro all you get froni her ! 
Nor yet will ahe come forth. — Is that lier step ''. 
Itia. Shecomes. 

Enier Bes$, dressed as the lieggar s Daughter. 
Wliy, Bess, are you Dot dress'd ? 
In trim like that went ever bride to ckurcli ? 

Ralph. Trim good enougli for vav. Cume then, iiiy 
bride ; 
Come, pretty Bess ! your band to go to churcli ! 

Bese. I go not, sir, a bride, to cliurch witb you. 

Wilf. [^«!c&.] Hope, heatty friend ! art thou come 
back to me ? 
1 feel tliee, yet can scarce believc I do, 
So aure I tliouglit we had for ever parted. 
Welcome, welcome ! 

Hostess. Gavest tliou not consent 
To marry Ralph ? 

Bess. Consent I could not givo, 
My heart was never autlior of the deed, 
My tongne did ad without its privaey, — 
The hand you covet, others' wishes claim 
Disposal of — I have parenta. 

Ralph. Wiierearethey? 

Bess. Alas ! I know not ; but I go to sefk thein. 

Ralph. Who are thy pareiits then, my pretty B«sa, 
Tel! me, aweet Bess ! 

Hostess. Sweet Bess, thy fatiier's nanie ? 

Ralph. "Wbat ia thy father ? 

Bess. The Bund Beggar, air, 
Of Betlinal Green. 

Younff S. You see I might have wod 
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A bcffgar, fether. Give mo praise for tliat. 

My Kate, a kiss 1 Come to our wedding cheer ! 

[YouNG Ssiall, Kate, Old Small, Straf, and 
Petek ffo out, 

Ralph. Sweet Bess, hadst tliou für father, craftsmaii 
low 
As low can be, I ahould be well content 
To call bim father, too ; a beggar, though, 
Is fatber none for me ! [Ralph goa out. 

Hostess. Hold up tby bead, 
My pretty Bess ! Thou'rt bride too good for tbem ! 
Above their mark ! Shame on tbem ! shame ! I woiild 
I knew tbe man were wortli tliee, Bess. 

Wilf. "Wbat kind 
Of man were he? 

Hostess. Wby, likely, such as thou, 
For looka 1 — Tbough I've seen better. — Met we not 
Before? — 'Amercy ! — Yestemigbt we did, 
Wben thou didst rave of knells, and wedding bells, 
For love of Beas ! Att now in raving mood ? 
Or have tby wits, last night, a roaming went, 
Retum'd with this fair moming ? Come, confess, 
Thou'rt brotber to my son ! 

Wilf. Of noae, good dame, 
Who sligbt that maid ! 

Hostess. What ! woald'st thou take the maid ? 

Wilf. Not take her, dame ! 

Hostess. I knew't, 

Wilf. You're over quick ; 
You stop my speech, nor know tbe way 'twould run .' 

Hoslsss. 'Twould ran ? It nms, I wot, no other way 
Tlian that of half tby sex, wliea they find out 
A woman's dower'a beraelf. 

Wilf. You wrong me, dame ! 

Hostess. Wby, said you not you would not take the 
maid? 

Wilf. l gr.int I did ; but— 

Hostess. But ! Give me no buts ! 
Say downrigbt no at once !— "But tbia— but that ; 
You love US — but ! You'd wed ua — but ! " Aa much 
You'd love as you would wed ! You'd wed, be sure. 
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If sure you loved ! Yct you du love, you say, 
But cannot wed, — and love indet^d you du, 
But — in your owa coin, to bc quits with you, 
You love not for ourselves ! 

Witf. I'faith, not so ! 
And to convince you tUat your thought dotli hold 
The counter-course to that whicli mine dotU steer, 
ril say I'd take the maid ; but 

Hoslegs. There ! 

Wi!/. Nay, peaco ! 
Thwart not my soul, of wliic!i to judgu tbo luve, 
Thou niust partaker of its esaence be. 
Take her ! — Take fortune, honours, fame ! They'rf 

things 
We hunt for ; — they're the eager cliase, that so 
Inspirits US,— deapite its length, its stops, 
Its perils, its escapes, and accidents,— 
We keep it up with oheer ! and what ave these 
To this excetiing maid ?— I would not take — 
For that were to suppose a tliing obtain'd, 
TJntoil'd, and unadventured for — I'd win her 1 

Hogtess. And worthy were to win ! How say you, 
Bess? 
Wilt thou to church be led by him '< Nor no, 
Nor yes ? I marvel what a maid would say, 
WTio, when she's aak'd to clinrch, doth hang her head I 
Is't no ? — No, Eess ? — An angel to a crown 
^is no ! but no to no, that answers no. 
Sweet Bess, hadst e'er thy fortune read to thee ? 
Show me thy band. How white a thing it is ! 
"What'a here ? Here's line, and Itne, and ne'er a oross — 
A lucky band ! Look ! Saw you e'er the like ? 
Methinks this hand betoken ahould, a luaid 
Not like tu wed — for wedlock's still, you know, 
The cross of womankind. She'U never wed ! 
Yoii tiiink alle will, I see, and doubt ray skiH ? 
Then try your own, and read the hand yotirself. 

fVilf. Tliia pteciiius hand, — had I the skill ta read, 
Great as the will, and fortune it foretold, 
Fast what could e'er be mine. Fd wisli it well ! 
Though what its hope did build, of miae were wreck ! 
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If adverse waa ita promise ! — lucklesanesa 

Throngh life, unpnrchased foes, «natahle friends, 

Afflictiona, beggary, in all — but love — 

And I the on« to keep thee rieb in tbat ! — 

'Fore handa witii fortune's pledges fair oerwrit, 

I'd covet thine, and for that only gift, 

Compound for all beside ! Didst presa my band ? 

Thou didst ! — Thou didst ! — Deny it not, while Stands 

That glowing witness on thy modest cbeek, 

To back my tongue ? l'fjwth, love'a day dotb come, 

And tbat'a tbe dawn, or never yet did beam 

His golden sun on earth ! And I to be 

Its barbinger to her ! Come, !et ns se^k 

Thy parents. Rieb enougb are they for me, 

Wbose Messing Icaves mo not a wiali to bleas ! 

Lord Thomas Willouohbv enters mth Attendants. 

Will 'Tis she ! For once batia rumour spoken trath ! 
[Aside. 
Base bind, forbear — nor lock thy arms on one 
Thy knee were much too graced to walt upon — 
And straigbt resign to me my peerlesa bride ; 
For know, wbom tbon eateem'st a beggar's chiid, 
Is daughter to a baron of descent, 
The bigbest in the land. 

Wilf. A baron's cbild ! 
And bride to thee ! 

Bess. Ob, no ! — No baron's cbild ! 
My father is a wandering beggat-man ! 
I would not be 3 baron's cbild : — yea, cbild 
Unto a king— and leaat of all be bride to bim ! 

fVill. I'faith thou art a baron's child; — l'faitb 
Thou art my bride ; — such givea thee out the tongue, 
"Whose Word is law ; 'twere treason to dispute. 

mif. What say'st thou, Bess ? 

Beas. I'm bride to none but thee ! 
Thou that wouldst wed me, thongh a beggar's child, 
Were I a baron's child, sbouldat wed mo still ! 
Take mind for raind, and heart for beart from me ! 
I saw thee, and I loved thee ! — Growa my tongue 
Too bold?— Forgive it for the bashfulnesa 
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That couH not pay tby lovc witli one poor wonl, 
Until anotlier did dispute with tiice 
Wliat eye, and ear, and lieart, and soul, and all 
Bear witness is tliine own ! — wliere are thine arins ?— 
Or didst thou mock to say I was their treasiire ? 

[IViLPOKD dasps /ur in hie arm». 

Will. \_Drawi7ig Ms suroi-d.'^ Forbear, I say ! tby 
life's in jeopardy ! 
Lo ! the commands of her wlioso will Lehoves 
The proudeat not to questioti. \_Gi'!esa jiaper. 

Wilf. l\'hat, to thee ! 
Convicted Iietc of violence, 

Offered to lier, tlio« now wouldst make tliy bride ! 
Not for thc queen will I resign lier to tlice. 

\_Dratcin^ too. 

Will. You taJk it miglitily ! 

Wiif. ril du it too. 
Look yuu, — a ninn will let one takc bis life, 
Ere he'll give up bis purse, and tbat, perbaps, 
Will liold 3 score of crowns. It liath been done 
For less. Come, State the sum tliou'dst set against her ! 
Wliat's its aniount ? Come, naaie't, Couldst borrow it 
From usury ? Couldet find it in the mint ? 
Id that which feeds the mint — the unwasting mine ? 
Gouldat eke it out with dianxjuds, and the rest 
Of all the brood of geins ? Couldst fancy it ? — 
And shall I give her up, that have tlie right 
To keep her ? Never with my will ! She's mine ! 
You see she is ! You see her choice no less 
Doth hold her here, than do the arma, my soul, 
With forcc of tbousand arms, dotb lock npon her. 
Advance an inch, tby life's not worth a straw ! 

Hostms. A spark ! A spark among a thousand ! 
Take 
His Word, good sir. He's one that says and düos ! 
The man for mc Fd wed, were I a maid ! 

\J\-lusK vnithoiä. 

Will. Abide tbo cost of your rebellion, slave ! 
The queen Iierself ia here ! 

[_Marc/i. Frocession at hefore : Queen, iJ-c. 
Queen dUmounts. 
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Quemi. Ha, sworda without their cases ! What is 
this 
Salutes mine eye siirpaasing all before, 
Whlch it hath leam'd of uature's ciinning fairness ? 
How ! you that have tho charge of hiai, lead fort!» 
The Beggar of Bethnal Green. 

See«. My parents ! 

AI. and Emma. Bess ! 

Queen. I knew it must be she. Hast found her, sir ? 
The Star that look'd «pon thy birth was fair — 
For had she been indeed a beggar's cliild, 
She yet had been thy bride. The tniant ring 
That did betray tJiee, still was faithful to theo ; 
This hour your nuptials shall be soieranised ! 

Bei. Contain thyself ! her liand she'll neTer give. 

Wilf. Doea sbe — she may ! Eefusea she, let liim 
That dares, attempt to take it ! 

Hostest. Hold to that ; 
I wou!d were I a man '. 

Queen. Yet, — ere we tax 
The labour of the priest, — the parents' rank, 
To me and to this lord alone divulged, 
Befits it others know. That document 
"Whicb to our band her father did confide ? 

[^To Attmdant. Paper ü brought, Queen reads. 
Lord "WoodTÜle read and say, concems thee aught 
This history ? {Jjwing kirn ihepaper. 

Wood. It doea ! If truth it speaks — 
Wliich doubt I not — the beggar is my brother; 
A brother, that from me did, üving, ne'er 
ßeceive a brother'a right, but hate for love ; 
And yet wlioae doath to love converted hate. 

Ali. Ootavius! 

Wood. Albert ! 

Alb. Brother! 

Wood. O forgive. 
And with thy landa receive a brother back ! 



Queen. My chaplain, ho 
3ome tio the knot '. 
Wilf. I have a feeling n 



^Tke^ emhraee. 
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Of what it 19 to die — tlie heavy pause, 
Ere Hfe goes out ! 

Que&i. What wait you for, sir priest ? 

Ckaplain. Her hand to give, tlieinaideiidothrefuse. 

Wi^. She does ! She's true ! She's raine ! 

Q,ueen. Who's he that speaks ? 

Wood. A peasaiit, please your majesty ! 

Will. Ahind, 
Your grace, who claims niy bride ! 

WOf. Thy bride? She's mine! 
Prize of uiy love, proud lord ! that coveted 
Her love wben ahe was low, aa now she'f liigli. 
And won it ! — won it ! — won, what all tiiy goid, 
Thy laods, thy honours, thy olliances, 
Could never win for theo ! wbat, peasant as 
I am, makes me the peer, that wonld not thangu 
Condition with thce, wast thou twico as high. 

Hoateis. A spart to win a wontan ! 

WüL Villain, hence. 

Wilf. Proud lord, i fling the foul term back at thcel 
Nor call thee villain mere, but traitor foul ! 
Who knew'st thy mistress was a virgin queen, 
Yet strovest to rob a virgin of lier pride, 
Ey villain force ! Ha ! do I make thee blench ■* 
Cower'at thou before nie, jieasant tliough I am ? 
Has not the blood of all thy noble !ine, 
The power to hearten tbee, and make thee stand 
Erect in preaence of the natnelcss brow 
That's bent «pon thee with an honest acowl ? 
Coromand'st ine hence ? — Henco, rather thou ! and leam 
Whoso nicrits do behind their titles lag 
Were better go undubh'd, — wliilst Iowest bind. 
That's lord of noble deed, ia lord enough. 

QjKea. Secure tliat hind who dares to brave a !ord. 

Ue^a. O great and royai mistreas ! rate liim not, 
By what he seems. If nature morketh blood, 
Then ia the peasant of condition fah-, 
As any in your oowt. If to bo high — 
If to be truly gentle — he to shine 
In valiant bearing, generoaity, 
Love, whicli fho eye of foitune follows not 
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For guidance where to smile, — a noble and 
The nublest noble shduld the peasant be ! 

sovereign gracious, that art mistress of 

A woman's costliest heart, look down on mine, 
Which tbrough mine eyes dotU now look up to tbec ! 
And let me not for bankrupt pass in love, 
Disinterestednesa, and constancy, 
Witli all the means and all the will to pay. 
Give him the baron's daughter, who would take 
The beggar's child to wife I 

Quem. It nmst not be. 

AI. O most graciüus queen, a picture weaia my child, 
The likeness of her father ta'en in his youth ; 
Command her show it you. 

Quem. That picture, girl ! I^Bess gives the picture. 
Feature for feature 'tis the peaaant's own : — 
A light breaks on me — my Lord Woodville, 
"Where is that truant son of thine, we wont 
In Sport to dub our hero of romance ? 

fVood. Your grace, an age it is since I have Seen him. 

Quem. Enough ! a pretty masque it is they play ! 
I'II try the mettle of her constancy. [_To Besb. 

Give me this bauhle, and that othei one 
Thou wearest in thy heart, throw far from it ; 
For, by our title to the crown wo wear, 
We Tow no peasant e'or shall call thee wife ! 

Bess. Recal, tecal the vow ! 

Queen. Recal thy heart, 
If thou hast given it him. 

Besä. I cannot do't. 

Quem. No ? 

Beag. No ! He ia its owner — master — lord ! 
Yes, I avow it, peasant thoiigh he is, 

1 could not take it from bim, if I would ! 
I would not were he less, if lesa could he ! 
No, not to give it to the proudest he 
That glitters in yonr court ! 

AI. Oh thwart her not, 
Most gracious mistresa, — from adveraity 
I've leamed !- — instriiction makes me venerate 
Deeds more than circumstance. His deeda approve 
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That he dotli love my etiild — lier hüart is his. 
I would not froni her heart her hand disjoin, 
For gMn of wealtli or atatc ! 
QMeen. He dies for this ! 
Xay, gasp not, maid. 'Tis tut the peasaiit dies. 
To g'ive thee in a baron's noble heir, 
The loTcr whom thy constancy hath won ! 
Young lord, — thou see'st how fortunej to revenge 
The wrong thou wouldst have done thia noble iiiaid, 
When tliou esteemed'st her of low degree, 
Now that she proves fit partner for thy bcd, 
Consigns her to another's wortbier arnis. 

\To Lord Thomas. 
We pardon theo thy trcspasses, atoncd 
By ioss of aight, and long pvivations borne. 

{_To AUSERT. 
Lord WoodviOe, join thy niece to thine own son, 
For there indeed he atands; and greetings spare, 
Until we aee their nuptials solemniaed ; 
Which we ourselves under oiiv condiict take. 
Pageant and nnnsque ehall grace their wcdding day, 
And poeta vie while they rehearse the tale 
Of Bess, the beggar'a maid of Bethnal Green. 
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SCENE l.—The Shore m the Coast 0/ ComKoll. 



Enter Philip, Ambrosid, and othera. 

Phil. Our craft is scandalized ! We Strip the dead ! 
But what of tliat ? The dead but want a graye! 
We give It them ; we take what they can spare. 

Amh, You're right ; we do no more ! 

PhiL As to the rights 
Of the living, whnm they leave behiod, let men 
I<ook to their own ! If not, why let it go ! 
Is it for US to stand the drenching rain ! 
Wade to o«r necka into the sea ! perhaps 
Take boat and pnll among the breakers, at 
The peril, every nioment, of our lives, 
For their behoof, while they lie snug in bed ; 
Lull o'er their fires, or sit around their feasts ? 
Methinka there's reason in the wrecker's trade ! 

Amh. There is. He risks, and toils for what he gets. 

Phil. But then he does no niischief to the dead, 
More than the waves have done ! — and if there be 
Among US, one that does, he's not of na. 
Those niarka of violence, which hands alone, 
Not rocks, and waves, that have not hands, can leave, 
Are scandal to our name ! 

Amh. 'Tis clear, foul play 
Has oft of late been done, and chiefly there 
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WLcre Norris takes iiis siaud ! AVbat right lias iie 
To raake tliat reef liis own? 

iVbr. Who talks of me ? 
WTiat of Black Norris ? — Huinph ! — Vou enTj- luni i 
" What right kas he lo make that reef his own ?" 
The right you all would stand on if you could — 
The right ofmight! 

Phil. Who tUought of seeing him 'i 
Who dream'd that he was near? 

.Vor. I am a dark 
And surly man ! — Am I the worse for that ? 
May not the heart tliat's here be soft as youra ? 
The man tliat's ever smiling, still speaka soft — 
And no one here would pasa for such a man — 
I'd never trust ! He'll prove a hypocrite ! 
The sky doth cliange its 'haviour — 'tia no rogue ; 
And why not man that Utos beneath the sky, 
If he ho honest ? Marks of violence 
(In hodies wash'd asliore ! You want tu know 
How they came there ? I'll teil you — Why, hy hands ! 
Is not that frank ? — I'll teil you something more — 
'Twas not by mine. It follows not, hecause 
The hair is rough, the dog's a savage one ! 

AmJ'. 'Tis true. 

Nur, Come, come, hang no man for his looks ! 
The thing's disgraco ! Let's put a stop to it ; 
And each man do his best, to find him out, 
That hrings the shame upon us — be it me, 
(tr you, or Iiim, or whomsoe'or it may ; 
And hunt him not by looks ! Such hounds — you know 
What liounds are, I suppose — aie oft at fault ! 
Sleek looks may be companions of rough beart ! 
I have found it many a time ! As for the reef 
You say I make my owu — ^you're welcome to it 1 
Bot take it if you dare. \_Aiide — ^oe* vul. 

Amh. WeVe done him wrong. 

Pkil. I know not. 

AmJj. Think the best ! Come ; in the end 
It may be as he aays. Wiiatc'er weVe thought, 
No giiilt has hi?eii broiight hotne to him — although 
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Hia fatlier is no bettet than he should he, 

And sees far lands, by favour of the law. 

Let'a keep awake ! Each think the watch bis own ! 

Whispers grow loud, and we muat silence them, 

Else well be look'd to, and our trade's at ead ! 

[ Thmf go out on different stdes. 



SCENE Il.—ajf*— w!<A ike Shore in ike Dütan(x-~ 

A Ship in tke Offing. 

EiUer Edward and Marian, haTuiin hand. 

Ed-ro. Lookbljthe, mypretty Marfan! The truebeart 
Should ne'er be a misgiving one ! — My girl, 
My gent'.e giri, look bllthe ! — Didst eyer see 
So fair a day ? — There'a scarce a cloud in sight 1 
Tbe breeze is just the one our vessel likea ; 
Jib, apanker, all will draw ! Tight-water boat, 
Stanch crew, hold captwn, — Marian, what's to fear ? 

Mari. Abaence, that j^ves to lovers taste of death ! 
And long protracted makes them wish for death ! 
80 weariaome to bear ! When last you left. 
So long you stay'd, — life, from a precious gift, 
Became a load methought I could lay down, 
Nor deem it loss, but gain ! — my constant thought, 
How time did break his promise, day by day, 
To bring thee back to me. O ! of the sigha 
I have beaved in an hour I could have found a wind, 
Had I the cunning to make störe of them, 
Wonld cause thy sbip to beel ! There have I sat, 
From Coming in to going out of light, 
Perch'd, like a lonely beacon, on the clifF, 
"Watehing for thee ; — and if I aaw a speck, 
I thought thee there — and, when it pass'd away, 
I feit the pargs of parting o'er again ! 
IIow long wilt be away? 

Edic. A month. 

Mari. Say two ! 
I'll make niy mind up to two months — and then, 
If thou return'st before the tlme, tbou know'st 
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It will be usury of iiappiiiesa ! 

Thou'Jt stay two inoiitlis !— Two luontlis ia .1 long timc ! 

Edw. I teil tliee but a montli ! 

Mari. Fll not believc it ; 
For, if I ahould, and tliou beyond shoiildat stay, 
Each hour beyond will be anotlier moiith : 
So, for my two months, may I pine two-acorc ! 
Nay, for two montlis I will not look for thee ! 

Edw. And tiien we matrj-. 

Mari. So aiy fathcr ^ay^. 

Edie. O Marian, when thou'rt mine ! 

Mari. Thou wilt not go 
Again to sea. 

Edio. No, gir! ! — Another trip, 
We are rieh enough ! How love hatb made us wiae ! 
"Wlien boy and girl, we talk'd as man and wife ; 
And 'gan to lioard 'g.iinst days of houaekeeping. 
Our first small ventnre — wliat a heap it brought I 
Its Talue more tlian ten times doiibied ! 'Twaa 
That H«aven did bless it ! — Marian, that's the luok 1 
And since that Ineky day, wbate'cr weVe tried 
Has tliriven with «a atili. 

Mari. Thank Heaven, it has. 

Edte. Ay ! — And the saint who taught mc 011 her 
knee, 
" No life so liappy as an honest one !" — 
Thy mother !— Thy dear inother, Marian. — 

Mari. Slie loved thee ! 

Edie. Yes ! — What were a wrecker's gains 
Compaied to oure ? To tliink that they're our own ! 
None to diapute them with as !— No, not e'en 
A dead man's bonea ! I have kept my watch on deck, 
In a gale, the billows higher than our cliffs ; 
That, looking from their tops, you wondcr'd how 
The veaael couldgodown, and rise again, 
While, as she hed'd until her yard-arms duck'd, 
You thonght each moment slirowd and braee would 

And evcry mast at once be overboard ! 

Thua have I kept my watch ; and tlien I liave found 

The boat of treasuies waa a conseionce, whole '. 
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And, witli niy venture in my cliest below, 

Would not have changed that slanting, creaking deck, 

To take tlie wreeker's Station on tlie aiiore, 

With wind and wave at work, and breaking up 

A fast and ricli galleoii ! Marian, 

Wiiy dost tliou liang thy head ? 

Mari. My fatiier is 
A wrecker. 

Edoj. So was mine, my Marian. 
Wliat then ? "We're not the oiiildren of their trade ! 
Paas tut another month — -Well, I'il say two — 
Äad cliange of State sliall bring ua cliange of scene. 
We'il quit tliese haunta, and ply Ronie inland calling ! 
Why tum'st tliou pale, my giti ? What frigiitens 

theo? 
I only see Bla«k Norria — fear'at thou him ? 

Mari. Yes ! — No !^ — I fear, yet know not cause to 

No just cause ! — Yet — Tliank Heaven he'a gone again ! 

EdiD, He dared ofFend tliee onoe, but paid the forteit ; 
And durat not offer wrong to theo again ! 
Hast other cause to fear him, Marian ? 

Mari. Wlien last you were at sea, the weary niglits 
Thy mother and thy Marian did beguile, 
As ever in thy ahsence tliey weve wont, 
With talk of thee ; and, growing sad with that, 
Old tales of marvel, from lier ampte stote, 
The kindlydame would teil — peace to her spirit ! — 
I shall not have her now to comfort nie ! 

Edw. Don't speak of that ! Go on. 

Mari. One dreary night, 
A wTecker was the story — banish'd son, 
And wotse tlian baniah'd fatlier, that did watch 
Ä vessel fast npon the Goodwin Sands. 

Edw. I know ! — The body of a man was wasii'd 
Ashore. The wrecker feil to riiJing it, 
But life was in the body. 

Mari. That's the tale. 
The wrecker heard him groan — so, con Science- wrung. 
He did confeas — and, to secure bis prey, 
Destroy'd what Heaven had bade the tempest spare ; 
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Stopp'd with his hands the holy breatli of lifc. 

And watching, for assurance tiiat the work 

Of foulest sin was done, by tlie wild glare 

Of the lightning, which just tlien did rend tlie cloiids. 

And liglit tbe murderous teinpcst gliastly iip, 

Beheld the feature of iiis banish'd boy, 

By hia ovm hands compress'd ; and stiff in deatli 1 

Edic. But what hath this to lio witli bini, the sight 
Of whom recall'd the tale ? 

Mari. His father is 
A coRvict, eerving in a distant land. 
His term of shame, almost expived ; for crime 
Done on the storm-strewn ahoro. 

Edw. Iknowheis. 

Mari. I mused on them, as by tliy mother's heartii 
I sat ; which soon, methought, began to apread 
Into onr bay — a furioiis tempest on,— 
Men, women, cliildren watching here and thcre, 
On the Icok-out for some ualucky baique, 
Its wrath niight catch, and Strand upon the siiore ! 
There was the lightning, and the thunder, and 
The rain and wind, and rattUng shingles, as 
The hillows, mountain high, came tumbhng in. 
And there stood Norris, on that reef of his. 

Edw. Go on, as 'twere a real tale thou told'at, 
Thou fixest me, with eagerness to hcar. 

Mari. Tlien came a vessel— a liuge hiilk— without 
A Single mast left standing ; — such a one 
"Was wreckM upon the coast three winters gone, 
\Vhen thou wast far at sea — I witness'd it. 

Edw. That ship did conie to mind. 

Mari. O how she heaved. 
And sank, and recl'd, until at last she Struck 
Right on the wrecker's reef! when sonn she went 
To pieoes. — Then the body of a man 
"Was waah'd on sbore, and Norris sprang upon it : 
Bnt life, as in the story I bad heard, 
"Was in it still ; and Norris took that life ! 
He stabb'd the shipwrcck'd man — and lo ! it was 
His father ! — I did dream tbe very same 
That vory night- And oftcn since, in alecp, 



db,Google 



THE DAUGHTEK. l&l 

Ay, and lu wating too, liave aeen 't again — 

Have Seen the bay, the tempest, and the ship ; 

Tlie body floating in, and Norris there, 

Riflbg it of ita life — tlie body of 

His father ! Strange things bave been thought of bim ; 

And never look I on that acowling mar, 

But I do thinfc I see a murderer ! — 

But thou art going, and I talk of him ! 

I know not -wberefore, but I never feit 

So sad before at parting ! 

Edw. Fear'st for me ? 

Mari. No ! — Thou art good ! — Hast trust in Heaven 
— implorest 
Its mercy night and mom ! 'Twill show it thee ! 
Thou'lt find it 'mid the tempest — near the shoal 
Off the lee-8hore ! — or, if thy vessel strike, 
Or founder, aurer than the sea-bird's wing 
The sea-bird, it will float thee 'bove the wave, 
And bcar thee to thy native cliff again ! 
I have no fears for thee ! — I think — I know 
Thou wilt come back to nie ! Thou hast no fears ? 

Edw. Noue, Marian ! 

Mari. But tliou hast ! — Im sure thou hast ! 
I see a trouble in thy face ! — I do ! 
Thou fear'st for something ! — What is it ? 

Edw. 1 would 
Thou hadat not told me of Bla«k Norris. 

Mari. Wby? 
See'st aught in wliat I told thee ? — Dost thou think 
My dream bodcs ill ? — that somethiug's sure to come ? 
Think'st thou there's ouglit in dreams ? Don't answer 

I don"t believe there is ! 

Edw. There is not, girl ! 

Mari. Why wisli then what thou didst ? 

Edw. He gives thee pain. 

Mari. I will not see him again ! I nothing see 
When thou'rt away. The sun, the earth, the sea — 
All things without are gone — I have no eye, 
No ear — escept within — within, where oniy 
Then can I see and hear thee !~Where I'm with thee 
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Ät sea — on ahore — and oft in liardcst strnit 
Of peril — where I'm always nearest to thee, 
"Witli superhuman power to bear theo through. 
In spite of stemest darger ! There's tlie gun '. 

EdiB. Farewell ! — 

Mari. I'Il See thee to the beach ! — I «ül — 
Ay, to the watet's edge ! Tliat I could go 
Along wlth tliee !— The waves might rise and roar, 
I would not hear or See them ! — Come'. 

Edw. Nay, here 
We'II pari — my messmates, girl, will laugh at thee. 

Mari. Let them ! "What ! lose a minute — with an age 
To come of absence ! I, that wonld bvavo the sea 
To go with thee, heed those the aea doth toss ! 
rU go with thee e'en to the water'a edge ! 
And then inine eyes shall go along with thee ! 
And when thou leavest them, and they must stop 
My thoughts — my heart — niy soui — which water, land, 
Air, aothing 'neath the sun can tear theo from ! 

[TAfy ffo out. 



SCENE III, — The inside o/"Robebx's Cottage. Robert 
aeated in the eentre. oecupied in splidng an oar. 
Etiler Stephen — a Ind. 
Eob. Well, Stephen ! what of the ship ? 
Ste. She's under way 
With every yard of canTas spread. 
Eob. The wind 

Ste. A point, or more, abaft the beara. 
A ten-knot breezc, and steady. 

Rob. So it seems. 
'Twin change ere night. 

Ste. I See no signs of it. 

Roh. You know them not when you do sec ihoni, 
Stephen ; 
Though a good sailor, you're a young one yet ; 
But I am an old acquaintance of tlie neather. 
" A point," von pay, " or more, abaft the beam ?" 



•dby Google 



THE DADGHTEB. 153 

Then ia the vane nortli-west. Ne'er heed the vaiic, 
Look ever to the cloud, the weathercock 
Beboves the sliipinan heed, which teils what wind 
Will come, How steers the cloud ? 

Ste. North- west. 

Roh. That'rjright 
Against the sliip which now sails with the wind ! 
Now mark ray words ! Ere night the wind will take 
Her metry sajls ahact, and talk to her ! 
And bid her clew her gay topgallants wp ! 
There will be call for reefe, and work for sheets 
And halyards ! " Fore sheet, fore top bowJing !" 
Throughout the night will keep a biisy watch ! 
But she'll bave sea-room, and no gull more ligbt 
Doth sit the wave than she. Here ! Lend a hand ! 

[|Stepubn ffoet to Eobukt and assifU Mm. 
Where's Marfan ! 

Ste. I left her on the beach 
FoUowing the 'parting shlp with all her eyes ! 
I call'd to her — the sanda on which she stood 
Had ears aa rauch as she ! — She heard me not. 
I turn'd to mark if she did follow me — 
Aa well expect the sea. — It moved, but she 
Stood still — in plight as sad, as barque that's driven 
Upon a quicksand, settling fast, and sure 
Never to come away ! 

Rob. Her niother's vein 
Is in the girl ! — So fond a wife was ehe, 
That marriage, which with most ia end of love, 

With rue was only tho beginning on't ! 

She had been early sent to schooi— remain'd there 
Till she could teach where first she had' been taught. 
You see the girl she made tny Marian ! 
Sho niade me good, for she waa goodneas* seif, 
Reelaim'd me from a wrecker, for a time. 
But evil habits, Stepheo, like old sores, 
Are aeldom safe from breaking out again ! 
One night arose the cry " A ahip on shore ! " 
I had been out carouaing at a wedding — 
The loTe of my old trade came strong upon nie — 
Down to the beach I flow and feil to work, 
U 3 
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Unlieeding she did foUow ! Three wliole Jioms 
Eemain'd she standing in tlie pelting storm ! 
I found her with the blood wash'd out of her 
White as our cliff — cold, stiff, and motionless l 
My ill-got spoil I sooii exchonged for her, 
Nor set her down tili in our bed I laid her — 
But Heaven did know she was too good for mo ; 
Kor from that bed she never rose again ! 

[TuiTis from Stephen". 
What of the ship ?— Go to tlie door and see ! 

Sie. She's hüll down. 

Rob. Any other sail in sight ? 

Sie. Three to the Wcstward. 

Ro/t. TJp or down channel ? — which ? 

Sie. Up Channel do they bear. 

Rol>. One of the three 
May como ashore to-night. 

■Sic. The ship has changed 
Her course ! 

Rob. The wind has clianged ! — tia right a-head l 
She's on the larboard tack — Is it not so ? 

Ste. It is. 

Roh. It looks thick weather round the ship, 
Docs not it ? 

Sie. Yes. 

fiüi. And 'twill grow thicker ! Storni 
Is in the air, though herc 'tia sunsliine still. 
I feel it ! It will blow great guns to-night ; 
The send will gallop and the waves will leap ! 
A ctoud has just corae o'er the sun ! ^Vbat kind 
Of cloud ? 

Sie. A streaky one, and black and low, 
Stretching from East to West, and in ita wake 
A fleet of others. 

Roh. To be sure ! I know it. 
As well as yon that see it — Get my ase, 
Boat-hook, and grapple — Lay them hero beside ms. 

[Stephen ffoes mit and retwms icüh the things. 
A storm is coming on from the South- East, 
Riglit from the sea — fiill on the shoro ! The ship 
Is lost that keeps not a good offing, for 
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The sea, in such a wind as cometh on, 
Rolls in like a spring-tide, and surely sweeps 
Into our bay the unwary barqne, tbat hngs 
This iron-bound inhospitable shore ! 
WKat offing teep the shipa ? 

Ste. Two miles, the first, 
Aod more. 

Rob. She'ssafe. TheeecoEd? 

Ste, Scarce a mile. 

Bob. Siie'll have her work to do, to clear the bay ! 
Behovea her to sali well upon a wind .' 
Lie high ! Be llvely in her staya ! The third ? 

Ste. Not half a mile. The first ship is about ! 

Rob. The wind has come to her ! That'a the new wind 
I told you of ! — tlie wind that bringa the storm t 
Will make the tackle sing ! the bulk-heads creak ! 
Try braces, shrowds and all ! The very wind 
For the wrecker ! I did see it at one o'clock ! 

Ste. The second ship is now about. 

Rob. Sheis? 

Ste. And bearing from the land. Tho third ahip — 

Rob. Ay? 
"Well, what of her ? — Is abe about too ? 

Sie. No, 
She miasca stays ! They wäre her ! 

Rob. Is she deep ? 

Ste. She ia. 

Rob. Withinthehead? 

Sie. Within tbe head. 

Rob. How far ? 

Ste. A quarter of a mile. 

Rob. A wrock ! 
Sure as she's now afloat ! 

Ste. Here'a Marian. 

Enter Mjbian, abstraeleä. 

Roh. My Marian ! My child ! Her thoughts are 
Upon the parting ship. How doea my girl ? ^still 

Mari. [_Comin^ to kerself, and runninff to Robert.] 
Well, father, well ! What have you there ? Yonr axe, 
Boat-hook, and grapple ! Ah ! — a storm is coming ! 
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You're for tlie sliore again ! — tlie hcartless shoi\', 
ITiat sparea Dor sliip nor sliipman ! 

Roh. Did it lighten ? 

St«. It did. 

[^Robert rises and takes np Im m-cnker'g im- 
fkmmt.. 

Mari. Stay, father, stay ! Sit down agiiin 
And listen to me. 

Rol. ^Rmuminff hü &eat-'\ Well ' 

Mari. How canat tliou hesx 
To Strip the Seaman, wliom the winda do strip — 
The waveK — the rocka — wliich know not wliat tlicy do ; 
But tliou dost know, and ouglit'st to fuel '. Tu live 
Upo» tlie plunder of tlie elements ! 
Tbe Iiavock of wliose fury it sliould be 
Thy labonr to repair ! The drowning man 
Forgot, to get possesBion of the mite 
For which hc bides the perils of the sea ! 
And, if ho ainks, is not liis bubbling breath — 
That calls upon the friends he leaTos behind — 
A testament, more strong than pen can write, 
To make asauranco unto those he loves 
Of aught the billowa spare ? Thy boat-hook drops — 
Give me thy axe, 

Su. Tlie storm is on ! It thundei'* ! 

Mari. It is the voice of Ileaven in anger ! — calls 
On men for pity to eacli other — each 
Alike in peril placed !— Let go thy axe ! 
Think of the axe that's litted now above 
And falling fast '.— might it not light on theo ? 
Let go thy axe ! — the poor ship — poor crew ! 
That hear the thunder which the sliip hears not ! 
their poor wivea ! pooi diildren ! and poor friends ! 
That pray thia houv some help may be at band ! 
Hear me, my father ! Have not you a, child ? 
Were you at sea 1 — were yoti within that ship ! 
Give me your axe — and now that coil of rope — 
Your grapple — giTe it nie ! 

Ste. A gun ! 

Roh. It is 
The Signal of distress, 
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Mari. Thy grapple, fatlier ! 

Hob. I teil tliee, Mariaii, not a soul can live 
Ib such a sea aa boils within our bay, 

Mari. And shouldst thou therefore strip the drowned 
man? 
O ! at hia death-bed, by tlie side of wliich 
Xo friend doth stand, there is a solitude 
■Which makes the grave itseif aociety ! — 
Helplessneas, in comparison with which 
An ordinary death is kin to life ! — 
And silence, which tlie bosom could All up 
With thoughts more anhing, aad, and desolate 
Thaii ever ntter'd wailing tongues of friends 
Collected round the hier of one beloved ! — 
To rifle him !— purloin hia little atock 
Of gold, or jewels, or apparel ! — take 
And use it as thine own ! — thuu ! — thou ! wLom 

Heaven 
Permits to see the sun that's set to him ; 
And treasurea ten times dearer than the sun 
Which he shall never see !— touch it not ! 
Or if thou touch it — drop it, and fall down 
Upon thy kneea, at thonght of what he waa. 
And thou, throngh grace, art still '■ 

Bob. Her mother'a voice ! 
Her mother'a worda ! — Höre, take the coil ! — Put fay 
My boat-hook and niy axe ! — My Marian, 
l'll not go to the beach ! 

Mari. [^Hamtig laid the tkings iy.] Heaven guard 
hia ahip ! 

Bab. Thy lover'a?— Fear not! Shehassea-room!— 
She'a 
A bird upon the aea ! 

Mari. I am weary, father ! 

KoS. Go to thy bed — Tho« art mind and hody-worn ! 

Mari. I will ! Youll mind ? 

Roh. I wiD, my Marian. [Marias goes out. 

Ste. Another gun ! 

Rob. And nearer than the first ! 
She'a driving in apace ! — Who pass'd the door? 

Ste. Black Norris, 
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lioli. He will make a mint to-niglit '. 

■Ste. She takes tlie ground! — Her masts are over- 

board ! 
Itob. Black Norris will not spare, and wLy should I ? 
The waves won't spare, and wliy shiiuid lie or I ? 
Chests, balea will come ashore ! — eordage and sparsj 
Hatchets will go to work ! — No one will spare, 
And why should I ? — Not I !— I'll have ray share ! 

[Takes up the brnt-hook, ^c. 
Mari. \Iimking in.'] Fatlicr ! 
Roh. My child, go in ! 
Mari. Thou go'st not fortli ! 
Roh. I must ! 

Mari. father ! 'tis unliallow'd work ! 
Roll. Go tliou to rest. 
Mari. And thou at werk like tliat ? 
How wouldst tliou sleep if I were doing wroHg ^ 
I will not let theo forth ! 
Roh. Come from the door ! 
Mari. Father! — when Heaven doth bid me slmt 

the door ? 
Roh. Bid theo who may, I'll open it ! — Give way ! 
{_Forces her from it — ehe falh. Robert and 
Stephen <fo mit. 
Mari. Father ! — I'm stnnn'd ! IIc's gono !— lluw 
could bo go ! 
O vice that's early planted ! — Ilard to weed it ! 
Plant virtue early! — Give the flower the chance 
You siitFer to the weed ! — To hope success 
Where niy poor mother fail'd ! — Heaven pity him I 
Heaven pity him — and I, his child, on earth, 
Aad not attempt to save Lim ! — Father ! — Father ! — 
\_Ruihes <iui. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE \.~The Vkinüy of the Skore. 



Enter Wolp and Norris, meeting. 

Nor. Wolf! 

Wolf. Norris! 

Nor. For the shore ? 

Wolf. Yea. 

Nor. Whence I come. 
In my o'er haste, what think you I forgot ? 
My wrecker's gear ! I left them all behind ! 
My batcliet, boat-hook, grapple, e'en my knife ! 

[_Goinif. 

Wolf. Z-^toppin^ Mm.] Tanyawliile ! Takebieath! 
Tour knife and axe, 
Boat-hook and grapple, are not needcd yet. 
Tis b«t the first of flood. Until the t!de 
Shall lift her o'er the outer bank, she'Il hold 
Together. Tairy here and look at her ! 
I have heard of fine sigbta ; ay, and seen them too ! 
Now what's the fineat sigbt a man can see ? 

Nor. The fineat sigbt ? — a ship ashore, in a bay 
Like oura, ten miles and more from any town ; 
A black sky, a white water, and a ahore 
All iron-bound, and boiling round with breakers. 
No sight like that for me ! What tonnage is she ? 

Wolf. Foiir bundred and above. I know a ahip, 
And not so large a one, you had rather were 
Aground than she. 

Nor. I know the ship you mean ; 
She left the bay at noon. You're right ! I hate 
Tbat ahip ! I hate her for the sake of one 
She carriea. Were my father in that ship 
I'd langh to see her drown ? — One whom they call 
A good young man — only another name 
For a limb of the devü ! No young man can be good ! 
We are young, and know we not what we are ? — ■ 
Good!— 
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"Wliat sliould malte others better ? — Better natures ! 
There's no siicli tliing I — all maukind are tlie samo ; 
Circnmstance makes a differcnce. Circumstaiice 
la not the man ! Had I tliat fiiir-skion'd girl, 
Old ntobcrt's daughter ! — her of tlie dainty limb, 
Round swelling form, and dimpied lady cheek — 
Had I tliat girl for messniate, or eoiild have, 
You'd See how soon I'd bo a goiid j"Oung man, — 
Tliongh devil at the bottom still — as lie ! 

Wolf. You fancy lier. — Wliy not niake up to ber ? 

N^or. I told you, now, tlic sigbt wliitli raost I love, 
WouldstleainthesiglitwUich most I liato ? Thou shalt, 
Tlie show of good, in man or woman, — biit. 
In woinan most. — That's stränge I— I liate tbe sight 
Of a modest woman ! 'Tis au eyesore to nie ! 
I never look on one, but straight I fall 
To gazing on myself ; and tben I writlic, 
At thouglit of wliat I am, and what sbc seems i 
ITntil I sbow, unto myself, a beast I — 
Yea, a brüte beast ! — and stand lilic one before her, 
Gazing, and stupid, — dumb ! 

tVol/. 'Tis sti'ange ! 

Nor. It is. 
I have tried to 1 1 — b acoosted her, 
But ever, aa that 1 dj b k f 1 ers 
Sbe has tiimed t m n y p h bas failed me, and 
I have atood stock t II nf ded at myself ; 
And like a diid 1 k list away ! 

Strange ! tliat th ly ! w f oodness aliould 
So daunt a bold man, that be darea not do 
The thing he dares to wiah. 

Wo//. You mean her fiiir ? 

Nor. 1 do ; but e'en for fair ends caiinot take 
Fair means ; aa smiling, speaking pretty thiiigs, 
Pretty bebavioiir, creeping inch by inch ! 
I'd have her at a bound ! That's not the way 
She would be won. Witb opportuoity 
I'd woo her thougb. 

IVolf. Wliat do you mean ? 

Nor. No matter, 
'Tis Said tboy'll raarry when this trip is done. 
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Now woiild old Robert take a saü, and leave 

The frirl alone, I'd proniise liim that's gone 

A merry wedding when his ship comes back. 

How goes it au in the bay ? She has moved niethinks 

Since last we look'd, 

Wolf. Sbe will not clear tho hank 
Before high water, or about it. 

^or. And 
The atorm you aee holds on ! A Invelier, 
Did uever break a sttanded vessel up ! 
And plenty on't ! 'TwiU last tili midnigh t—Black 
Äs it can look, and right in the wind's eye ! 
Ay, steady that ! — How slow the tide comes in, 
And yet tho wind to help it '- O'er the bank 
And on the rough gruund, ahe'U not hold together 
The quarter of an hour ! I'U be prepared, 
Teil them I'm eoming ! They'U be sure to give 
A good berth to the re«f ! 

IVoif. l will. 

Nor. Make haste! [^Tkey go out aeveralbj. 



SCENE \\.—Tke Sea Shore. Thunder, Lightning, 
and Wind. 
Enter Mabian. 
Mari. I cannot liglit on him, and not a Soul 
I pass'd but T did question ! — Where is he ? 
My brain will burst ! — a horrible oppression 
Hangs on nie ; and my senscs do discharge 
More than their proper parts ! — I see - I hear — 
Things that I should not — Forms are flitting by me ! 
Toices are in mine ears, as if of things 
That are — and yet I know are not ! — Eacb step 
I fear to tumble o'er the body of 

Some drowned man ! — There's one ! — A heap of wceda ! 
what wild work do fear and fancy make ! 
Did some one cry ?— Weil ?— What ?— Where are 



'Tis nobody ! What is't tliat still k 
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'i'hia laoaning in my ears, as if of words 

lltter'd ia agony ? 'Tis not tlie sea ! 

'Tis not the wind ! — I hear tlicm both. 'Tis not 

Tlie \vreckers on tlie shore ! — Tliey utter nouglit 

But Sounds of gladness. 'Tis not tlie aliip ! — slie'a out 

Of Hearing. Am I growing mad?— Wliat spot 

Is this I stand npon ? — What bvonght me here ? 

"Tis here tliey say a girl one tiine went mad, 

Seeing a murder done ! — slie was in qnest 

Of her brother ; and she saw a scnffle and 

ApproacVd the struggling men, just as the one 

Did cast the other down. Althowgh 'twas night, 

Slie saw a knife gleam in the lifted band 

Of tlie uppermost ! Slie tried to call — so she said, 

When reason did at last retnrn — but power 

Of «tterancc waa gone. Tlirice it dcscended, 

With a dull, griding sound ; — and then, a voice, 

Which stabb'd her heart and brain, exclaim'd — " He 's 

dead ! " 
It was her brother'a voicc. 'Tis Strange that fear 
Sliould he a thingalmost aa strong as death ! 
Should shut the Ups up — and deprive thelimbs 
Of motion ! — Yet have I a feeling liow 
The thiug may come to pass. The girl alone — 
Tlie men upon the ground — one 'buve the other — 
The knife in bis uplifted band— it falls ! 
I feel myself a sense of choking; and 
My feet do secm to cleave unto the ground. 
My tongue doth stiffen ! — IIa ! — [S/i»-iÄ.] — I have 

hroke thu spell j 
I'm by myself 1 — Another minute, — not 
The girl more mad than I ! — They arc gone ! — All gone ! 
The earth, and air, so thick awhile ago, 
With things that neitber earth nor air do own, 
Are empty now ! Mine ears, and eyes, take note 
Of notbing but what is — the booming sea — 
Tlie yelling wind — the rattling shingles, as 
The waves do roll them up and down again ; 
And hack my wand'ring thougbts return, to that 
Which hrought me 'midst their uproar^ — -to persuade 
My poor, misguided fathcr to retuni 
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And &om bis lawless work reatrain bis hands. 
I have traversed all the Westward ahors ia 'vain, 
m search the Eastward now. 

l^Starts again at the same heap ofieeecU. 
Not yet myaelf ! — 
'Tia the same heap of weeds I saw before ! 



SCENE lll.—Änother Part of the Skore. 
Enter Robert, folloiBed by Nobbis- 

Nor. Old Eobert !— Hoa !— Stop !— Art afraidof me ? 

Rob. I never fear'd a man. 

Nor. Why shun me then t 

Rob. I like thee not. 

Nor. " Two of a trade !" Is't so ? 
Well ! I'm the luctiest wrecker of you all. 
I cannot help it ! Fortune bcar the blame ! 
That has her favouritea, as all men know. 
She has long made one of me ! Is it riglit to bäte 
A man for his good luck ? 

Roh. It isn't that. 

Nor. It isn't that !— -What eise ? — What can you say 
Against me eise ? A splinter'd spar the waves 
Do throw to you— a lock-fast ehest to me ! 
To me the breakera slue the captain in ; 
Mate— passenger from the Indies, West or East. 
A foremast man to you — you know 'tis so. 
And like the reat do bear me envy; most 
Unlike a man ! But fortune ever turns 
The eyil you do wisb me, into good. 
I bave no partner in my gains — wliat comes 
To band is all my own ! " Afraid of me !" 
I Said it but in sport. I know you're not 
Afraid of me, or any other man, 
Or any thing ! — Have I not seen you leap 
Into a boiling sea, to save a wretch 
When bis boat founder'd ! 'Twas a feat I doubt 
If any otber of the craft would do ! 
Wilt go, or tarry ? Nay, there's time enough ; 
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Stie holds together yet. Tliere'a lots of time. 

Wtiat Speed didst come wlicn drove tlie last on sliore ? 

Rob. Söine coils of cordage ; and a spar or two. 

Nor. What then did fortune, think you, throw to 
me? 

Roh. I cannot tull. 

Nor. One hiindrcd guineas, all 
But one, lapp'd here and tliere, in varions coin. 
In the heavy vest and trowsers of a man— 
I mean, a body — tliat was wasli'd ashore. 
Here's one of them. 

Rob. A liroad doubloon. 

Nor. How niuch 
Brought you your spara and cord^e ? Huw I laugli'd 
To See you, lieavy laden, toiling liorne 
Witii a few ci'Owns' wortli, and I going liglit 
Witli a good hundred giiineas, all but one ! 
And you don't like me ! — "Why ? — I'm a roiigh man ; 
And low'ring as they say ! — but haa al! fruit 
Ä fair outside ? How ill-&vour'd a one 
A walnut lias — a cliestnut — cocoa-nut ! 
And yet how sweet within ! — Yea there is milk 
"Within tlie coeoa-nut \ — You never know 
Some men by tlieir üutsides ! — Prove them, and tben 
You'll know them. Here's anotber piece more broad, 
And heavy tlian the first. Know you the coin ? 

Rob. No I — it is stränge to me. 

Nor. Esamine it. 
There's sometbing now that I would be about ; 
Yet know not wbat it is ! — Ne'er liecd ! Tlie Devil 
Will prompt nie wben 'tis timc ! [_Aside. 

Roh. I cannot teil 
Tiio coin. 

Nor. Here ; take a, look at this. 

Roh. Anotber ! 

Nor. Ay !— Will you believe me now ? 

Rob. Black Norris, youVe 
A lueky man ! 

Nor. "Black Norris!" Well !— it is 
My nick-name. You may give it mc— more blac-k 
May ao by fairer iianie ! 
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Itol. I raeant no härm. 

Nor. I know you didn't'! — There's none ! I teil 
you what — 
There's oot a man of all the crew, but one, 
I do not hate. Tlie best were first to 'peacli, 
When niy old father, seven long years ago, 
Did something wliich be could not do by law ; 
And was tranaported, for the lack of leaming. 
He didn't know 'twas wrong ! — Well, as I aaid, 
I hate tliem all, but one ! and which is hc ? — 
Yoursclf — I say no inore ! — Believe it, or 
Believe it not ! 

Roh. Nay, rather I'd believe it, 
I uever thought before, you were so frank. 

Nor. How could you think ? — Grewsamphire on yon 
clifF, 
Who'd know't, if no one went to seek it tbere ? 
You keep aloof, and — stränge I — you know me not ! 
You, none of you, consort with me, exoept 
Young Wolf, another hang-dog, as tliey say, 
He's a wrong'd man, and so am I — we are friends ; 
For common wrongs make frienda of thoae that sbare 
them. 

Soh. 'Tia natural, 

A'öj-. 'Tis right ! — as common fortunes, 
So likewiae doth a common vein, make frienda. 
My greatest enemy allowa me brave ! 
I carcd for tliee no more than I did caro 
For any other of the cburliah aet ; 
But, when I saw thee venture thy own life, 
WitI) ten to one againat thee, for that man, 
I took a liking to thee ! — That, you niay 
Believe, or not, aa well as the other. 

Roh. Nay, 
But I believe it. 

Nor. You can do no good 
To me ! —I have nothing to get by you ! 

Roh. Nothing! 

Nor. Have I not ? What a silly adage that 
About old birda and chaff ! {^Ädde. 

Hob. Here — here's tliy gold. 
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.\"ö)'. Nay, keep it, an tliou will. 

Roh. Not 90, good Norris. 

Nor. A rare bird I, to turn from black to mliite '. 

Why, I believe you're riglit ! 'Tis doubtful gain, 
To keep a thing tliaf s not onc'a own ! The ship 
Is DOW on tlie rougli ground ! — IIow fair she lies ! — 
Her broadside to the aea, tliat not a wave 
But teils upon her ! — "What a cloud of surf 
Keepa flying over her ! — Look ! — TKere's a sea ! 
'Twin ttjce her riglit a midships — Hurra ! — Hurra ! — 
Sbe has parted in the waist I — Old Robert, where 
The «se of words, when men caii talk by deeds ! 
Yon reef you know is mine — they call it mine, 
Because I make it mine — So far it nins 
Into the hay, it makes a kind of eddy, 
Whose swirl doth swcep all kinds of lumber in 
That come within its reach — as provo lay gains ; 
Tis tUine to-day ! Go try thy htck upon it. 
I'Il help theo, if thou need'st — but not to touch 
A stiver, tliougli ten bodiea should float iii, 
With pockets cramm'd witli gold. There's sonictliiug '. 

The wavea do snatch as readily as give. 

The tide ia on the tum — the shore doth ahelvc 

A foot in every aine ! 

Roh. I tliank thee, Norria. 

Nor. Off to tlio reef — Have cauae, and thank nie 
then ! £Robekt goes out hasüly. 

It is a body that is wash'd ashore '. 
l'd know it at twjce the distanco. A fine toreh 
The lightning ! IWn will never put it out ! 
A body ! — I begin to see it now. 
Vca, it is done ! 

Wolf. [Enterinff.'^ Well, Norris ! 

Nor. All is weU. 
Run to the nearest group of wreckers, — say 
You saw old Robert stooping o'er a body — 
That you suspect foul play — and bring them to 
The reef. Hc's thore — bitt hold — not quite so fast ; 
Let ine have timi> to join Lim — Go ! — don't say 
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Tliat I am tliere. Now, pretty Marian. 

^WoiF goes out. 
Sure aa thy lover is this liour at sea, 
Thy father takea a trip, and followa him, 
Eide there my tackle ! I had liest go bare ! 

^Putshis hoat-kook, Sfc.^heJiind arock^and goes out. 



SCENE IV. The sJwre close to tke sea. 
Enter Robeht, dragging in a hody. — Marian in the dis- 
tance, shwly Coming dovm a path cnl out ofike cliff. 
Roh. The surgo woii't reach thee there ! I Warrant 
No fear thou'H go to it. Thy last — last draught, ^me 
In. this World, hath it given thee — a co!d, 
Unwelcome one ! Safe bide thou there ! The waves 
Are in a giving mood ! I'd he at hand 
To profit by tlioir bouDty. I did tliink 
Some one was near me ! Fancy ! — How it lightens ! 
[Goes out. 
Enter Marian. 
Mari. The storm diatracts me with it8 din ! This 

This never-ending roar, which, round and round, 
The heavens keep up ! — in which the sea doth join, 
As thougli the thunder were not noise enough, 
With cries of men and women ! I am bhnd 
With the lightning! fiash and flasU and flash, as quick 
As they can follow — niingling lightand darkness ao, 
That acarce you know one moment, which is which ! 
I'm quite bewilder'd ! — I will look above, 
Beyond the clonds — beyond the atars ! No storm 
Is there ! no wreck ! — no raging sea ! — no thunder ! 
But calm, and warmth, and brightness, as befits 
The dwellings of the blest ! — My mother's tliere ! 
0, my poor father ! Here's the storm again ! 
Sea, thunder, lightning — al! come back again ! 
Re-enter Robert — starts at seeing Mariait. 
Hob. I have dropp'd my knife, inethinks it'a some- 
where here ! 
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What's tliat ? — Is it a mortal thinjr ? It makos 
My spirit faiiit witliin luc ! — "fis the form 
Of my bst Marian ! — Even so ahe stood 
In tlie storm wherein her lifo was cast away ! 
Can slie not lie in her grave for me ? — Do my eins 
Broak on her last rest there, and call her thence ? 
I sent her thither — on such niglits as tliis 
I liave often look'd about me with thetliought 
Tliat she was near mo. There at last she ia ! 
It is my 31arian risen from her grave ! 
She Cornea to me ! — powers of grace, preaerve me .' 
lKne<:b. 

Mari. The strengtb of Heaven !^To See it, yet not 
feel it ! 
ßefore its face to do what it forbida ! 
And it in anger ! — aee the weapons of 
Its wrath in motion — feel the tmge earth shake at theiii ! 
And ncTer pay it awe ! — stand up to it ! 
Defy it '. — ^'stead of faüing on thy knees. 
And asking it for mercy. 

Roll. Mercy ! 

Mari. Ha! 
My father ! 

Roh. Marian ! 

Mari. On thy kneea ! — That's riglit — 
Fear not ! Thou dost Hoaven's bidding ! —Do not ricc 
Until thou tisest with ita blessing on thee ! 

Roh. {_Rising.'\ What brought thee here, lay child ? 
Tliou ne'er before 
Didst foUow me. 

Mari. I camo to look for theo ; 
And to porsuade thee to corao home with nie. 
Tliou tremblest — Thou art pale — as livid as 
The ligbtning ! Doat thou hear ? 'Tis every where ! 
Not the clouds on!y, but the very ajr— 
The very sea — the very earth — do thunder ! 
All — all is din aud fire ! It ia right 
For man to tremble ! 

Roh. 'Tis not tliat ! 

Mari. What tben 1 

Roh. I took thee for thy mother, Slarian : 
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Mari. Tliiok me her still, and what she'd have 
thee do, 
Do, hy the love thou still dost bear to her ! 
Forswear t}iis lawless Hfe ! — Thou woulUst not rob 
A lising man ! — ^"Tis manlier to strip 
The Hving, than the dead ! 

Bob. This nighfs the last ! 

Mari. This night !-0,no! -The last night be the 
last! 
Who makes his mind up that a thing is wrong, 
Yet says lie'll do that thing for the last time, 
Doth but commence anew a course of sin, 
Of whiuh that last sin is the leading one, 
Which majiy another, and a worse, will follow ! 
At onoe bt^n ! How many, at this hour, 
Alive as thou art, will not live to aee 
To-morrow's light ! — If thou shouldst be out off! 
Should thy last sin he done, on thy last night ! 
Should Heaven avenge itaelf on that last sin 
Thou dost repentingly ! — My fatber, corae ! — 
O ! a bad conscience, and a sndden death ! 
Come liome ! — Come home !— Come home ! 

Rof,. I'll follow thee. 
I'll fetch my boat-hook, and my other gear, 
And fullow thee. [Goes otä. 

Mari. 111 loiter tili you come. IGoet slowhj out. 

Enter Ndruis, cauüously. 
Nw. Now ia the time ! — Now .' while her batk's 
to me. 
Is he dead ? There's watintli methinks, about the 

More than there should be ! 'Tis no matter ! — Cowards 
May stick at trifles ! — Can I find a stone, 
To knock bim on the head ?— What's this?— a knlfo ! 
'Tis Roben's ! 

Mari, [re-appearinp andaaeenSng tkecliff.'\ What's 
that you are doing, fatber ? 

Nor. Slie takes me for her fatber !— Good ! She'U See 
What I'll do, and think it is her fatber doea it, 
And when 'tis done, so will I siink away, 
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Siie can't discover her mistake ! — Now for it ! 

\_He plunges the hii/e itHo tJie bodt/ — Mabian 
utte^s aßtint ghriek, emd/alk smisekss, 
She saw it ! Slie ia in my power! She'a mine ! 
T'll lience and watoli my time. \lGoes out. 

Rob. ^re-entering.'J To leave it there ! 
And the last time ! Tliere's treasnre — I did feel it 
llard, hard aad bulky! Marion is away! 

\_G(m to t/te lodff, atul eniptieg one poeket. 
AVhat have we here ? Sonie of the bright broad pieces 
Black Norris show'd me ! What a folly 'twerc 
To leave them in the pockcts of the dead, 
And kt the livlng go with empty ones ! 
T'll coiint them by and by ! — and this ia fnll ! 

{_Empliea the other packet. 
l'II ease it of its burthen !— Gold ! All gold ! 
Whence comes that jjlare ? Ha ! — 'Tis the bcacon stnick 
By tlie liglitning, and on fire ! 

Euter saddenly, Ahbrose, Philip, and othen. 
Am}}. What do yoti there, 
Old Robert ? 

Rah. Nothing that I fear to do, 

Amb. What hold you in voiir band :" 

Rob. CJold ! 

Ätnh. Gold? 

Ho'.. Ay, gold ! 

Phil. Let's look at the body ! — Wliat is here — a 

Amb. A knifc ! 

Phil. A knife ! — fast in tlie dead man's breast ! 

Amb. Pull it out ! 

PhU. 'TJB Robert's knife !— How came this, Robert ? 
He is confounded ! — See ! — he cannot speak, 

Amh. Look ! What white thing is that, that's lying 
yonder ? 

Phil. It ia his daughter,— she haa allpp'd her foot 
And fallen — or swoons with horror of the deed 
Perhapa she aaw him do. E'er siace the storm 
Game on, has she been ranging up and down 
Ineeavchofjiim. 
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Amb. Look to her! Take her home '. 
For him, we must heatow him aoniewhere tili 
To-morrow ; and, by turns, keep watch upon him. 
How like a guilty man he looks ! Coine on ! 
Who ever thought to bring it to bis door ! 

[ Thei/ go < 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.~TAe indde ofa Hut. 



Robert discovered padng to andfro. 
Roh. A murderer ! — I, that do sicken at 
The eight of blood, to do the deed of blood ! 
A murderer ! and with a band as free 
From blood as an infant's ! — To be tried for it ! 
Conderaned, perhaps, and executed! — I ! — 
That never did it .'— Then my branded name, 
Tliat dun't deaerve the brand — and, worse tlian all, 
To leave it to my child — my Marian ! 
Jly fair yonng girl ! — Good '. — Good ! — whom Heaven 

did send 
lo save her father, but be would not beed her — 
Tum'd a deaf ear unto an angel's lips, 
To listen to that devil, the greed of pelf ! 
That was my crime indeed — but only that ; 
Some one has circumveated me, but who ? 
Bla«k Norrie ? Him or Wolf do I suspect — 
But what'a auapicion only ? — Not a thread 
To bind a man with. 

Enter Norbis. 
Nor. Robert ! 
Roh. Is it you, 
Black Norris ? 
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Xo): Ycs, 'tia I— Blatk Norria, as 
\'uii call nie — conie to cheür you. 

Hob. Well, Black Norris ? 

J\'üJ'. I don't believe you did that mnrder, 

Rok No? 

Nor. Some one lias got tlie better of yn«— laid 
A trap for you, and caught you — who — Heaven koowa ! 
I say, I don't believe yo« guilty, but 
Appearances ai'e all against you — caught 
Stripping the body, with tbe gold in your liand, 
And voitr kpife eticking in the dead man's breast ! — 

ÄoÄ. Wlio stuck it tliere ? 

Sor. Why, liow sliouJd T teil ? 

Rob. [coicÄinjrÄo/do/NüRRis.] Kay, 
Wlio stuck it tliere ? 

Nor. Not r, 
IS'ar any one I know ! — Take off tliy Iiands, 
(Jid man ! — I did not come to wrestle with thee ; 
Wish'd I to play a game, I'd tackle to 
Witli tougher sinews ! — For another cnd 
I canio — to teil tliee 'tis my turn to watcb. 
And liast thou goods to run, the coast ia clear— 
Now, grip nie by tUe throat. 

ßüJ, Forgive me, Norria. 

Nor. Forgive tiiee !— Fiddlestick !— Offend ine firat, 
Then ask me to forgive thee. Here is gold 
For that they took away from thee.— Away ! 
Make straight for the East coast! — Take shipping 

tliere. 
And where thou settlest, advertise me ! — Go !— 

Rob. \_ffomff, atopB sÄört.] My child ! I had forgot 
her — BBck lier, seek 
And bring her to nie ! I can't fly froni death 
Witliout my cliild ! — I can't forsake my cliild ! 

Nor, Forsake thy cliild !— a stranger now to her 
Avjuletli more than thou. AVhat ai'e the dead 
Unto the living ? — Nothing ! — Not the wortli 
Of a wheaten straw — That helps to make a light ! 
YoH ean make nuthing of tlie dead, — If you tliirst — 
Hunger— go naked — suffur anytliiüg, 
You raay für thcm ! Tliere'a lielp in a live mouse 
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More than a dead man ! And wliat eise art thou 1 
Accused of tliat, the man that doeth wliich 
The law condemns to die, Escape the law — 
And then talk of thy Marian. 

Rob. Nomore; 
Thou madden'at me ! 

Nor. I teil thee what thou know'st 
Must be ! and, snotli to say, thougli a rougli man, 
I have no desire to see thee die the death ! 
Who meeta it braveat, but pnts on a niask ' 
Whioh only proves the agony 'twould hide, 
"When at the hangman's iouch, the aweat-drop Starts 
On the bold brow, so eeeming calm ; and the blood 
FUea to the heart, and leavea the valiant cheek, 
That would be thought to smile, wlthout a drop 
To TOiich for it ! 

ßdi. Thou harrow'st me, good Norris. 

Nor. Yet what I teil, thou know'at ! What must 
it be 
"When a reprieve at the last point has killM. 
1 knew a man who narrowly eacaped. 
To think of what he told me, even now 
Makes me breathe thick, and from my crown to my sule 
Sets my fiesh tingling ; and all o'cr my skin 
Spreads the chill, clammy, heavy dew of death ! 
What at the sight of the hnge, living mass 
Of human faces all uptum'd, he feit 
As doth a living man, suppose he lay 
Beaide a corpse ; for such, he aaid, Jie seem'd 
To be uöto himself. How he did freeze, 
At the heat of the sun, with the thought of the grave ! 

How life 
Did Stare on him from everything avound him ! 
Fielda, houses, walla, stones — yea, the grialy frame 
He stood on, his last footing-place in the world ! 
And he atnne a spectacle of death ! 
Tlie procesa then 

Rob. Leaveoff! — Ichokol — Ifly! — 
The door is fast ! 

Nor. Thy fear hath shot the holt ! — 
You see 'tia open ! 
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Rob. {takinff kis handkerchief frum Ais ued:^ *"i^"<-' 
my Marian tliis. 
And be a frieiid to her. 

Nor. I will. 

Rob. My cliild ! 

Nor. Soon as the seas are cross'd, Vthat liiadcrs Ik'i- 
Take ahip, and follow tliee ? 

Rob. Thou'lt see to that ? 

Kor. I will. 

Roh. Uly blessing on thee, Norris ! 

Nor. Nay! 

Rob. Thou'rt the preserver of my life— am! all 
Tliat makes it life to me ! As tliou to me 
Art good, may Hcavcn prove good to tlice ! Tliy face 
Wiiy dost thou tum away ? 

Nor. I do not Uke 
That any see me weep.— I Lad as lief 
Be hang'd as thauk'd, My watch is nearly spent : 
The quartcr of an hour, and 'tis the spati 
In which thy coil of life doth lie. Mako haste ! 
Why dost thou stand bewilder'd thua ? Look, Robert ! 
Thero is the door ! — A minute more 'tis lock'd ! 
Choose on which side on't thou wilt then be fuund. 

Rob. I tako tliy proffer — Norris ! 

Nor. If thou breathest 
Another word of tlianks ! -^— 

Roh. I won't .'— You'll not 
Forget my child ? — You'U be a father to her ? 
Swear thoii wilt be a father to my cliild ! 

Nor. Yo« iiote my hand is on the kcy. 

Rob. Don't tum it ! 
I am gone !— I fly !— My Marian !— My Marian ! 

\^Rus/ies Olli. 

Nor. My Marian ! — An open window. Ay ! 
Now a fast door. Who's there ? 

Wo//, loufsi^ie."} 'Tis I. 

Nor. What, Wolf? 

Euter Woi.t\ 
Come in ! He's off I — he's fled ! — Art sorry, man ? 
I'm not much jirone to pity ; yct had as lief 
A man that's innocent should escape as die. 
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Wolf. That'a innoceat ! 

Nor. Thou fool ! Hast known me still 
Thy mastür in all kinds of craftineas, 
Could buy and seil tliee, and beliovest tliou yet 
He murder'd him ? 

Wolf. Wliodiditthen? 

Nor. By my trotli 
Thou liast no stomach for a deed of blood ! 
Tliy own seems spill'd at only thought of one ! 
'Sdeath ! Is't a frost, man, tliat t!»y cheek's bo white, 
And thou dost shiver so ? " Who did it then ?" 
No one ! There's fire to wami thee ! Be thyself ! 

Wolf. The knife was taken from his breast, 

Nor. It was '.— 
What ails thy tecth to make them chaiter so ? 
"Want'st raeat, or drink, or sleep, or what ? " The knife 
Was taken from liis breast !" What then ? The knife 
Found nothing there it could not find within 
A six weeta" buried corpse ! Furies and death t 
Believest nie not — or takest me for a ghost, 
That thou dost gaze me thus with moutU agape 1 
Listen ! Whilst he was gone to fetch bis gear, 
Lay further down the beach, did I come up, 
Find tiie wreck'd Seaman, dead — I teil thee dead ! 
'Sdeath ! won't believe me still ? Searching for aome- 

Would leave a mark mighi serve as evidence 

That violence had been done — my band by chance 

Lit on bis knife, ho had dropp'd — on Robert's knife ! — 

When didat thou get the ague ? What a fit I — 

I say by cliance I lit on Robert's knife, 

For which this hand of mine — not Kobert's, as 

Thou thought'st — Thou dog-fish ! How I lauch at 

thee ! — 
Did find the sheath wherein thou saw'st it sticking. 
Why thou wilt shake thee out of Joint ; what beeds 
A dead mans breast a knife, more than a pincuahion 
A pin ! 

Woif. ^stammerin^.'^ TLe body ! 

Nor. What of it ? 
Is it tied to thee ? Art in the death grip of 
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The drowned man ? 1 wonld not tliink tliee, IVolf, 

A ehielten lieavt, yet never saw I man 

That look'd more Kke a coward ! Cunldst thoii aeo 

Thyself and look at me ! What of tUe body ? 

Did it rUe np, and walk, or run, or cape;', 

Or offer thee a hand to sliake, or talk, 

Or troll a aong to thee ? What did the body 

To make thee inarvel like a man demented ? 

Teil nie, that I may play the madman tou ! 

IVülf. Pray lieaven tiiou go'st not mad in earnest ! 

Nor. Man ! 
Wolf! — Have a care — don't take me for a cliild 
Because thyself art one ! Thou wnnldst not say 
That life was ia the body ? It was warm 
About the keart ! [^*iWe.] Sit down, good Wolf, 
Eecover thee a little. Teil thy täte [?it down, 

Thy o^vn vi-ay. For I see tliere's sometiiiiig— (.■ome— 
Go on — the body ? 

Wolf. I rctuvn'd to it 
Wlien thoa and all the rest were gone, to searcli 
If treaaure were about it. It was bleeding ! 
I tliouglit it, stränge, for not a drop did follow 
When ßrst tiiey drew tlie knife out ; and I fancie<! 
Life must he in it atill — and so it was ! 
I feit the heart bent slow and dull — mine own 
Methought wonld stop ! 

Nor, Kept the blood fiowing stitl ? 

Wulf. It did — more free ; and as it flow'd, the hoart 
More füll and quick did beat. 

Nor. It bad been wrong 
To stop the blood. 

Wolf. I didü't !— I did mind 
Notbing but the heart, whicb now beat stroni^er still, 
Until methought the ehest began to heave. 
And so it did ! And presently I heard 
A gurgling in tlie throat of the shipwreck'd man, 
And I began to freeze, expecting now 
To hear the body speak. 

Nor. Did it ? 

IVo/f. Alniost ! 
A Sound betwee 
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Nor. Was it repeated ? 
fVo!/. Yes ; but very faint. 
Nor. Any more ? 

Wolf. Yes ; fainter though at every time ; 
And now the heart best faint, and presently 
Came a slight shivering o'er the body — then 
A sigh — aiid nothing more — the soul had fled ! 
Nor. I thought 'twas over warm about the lieart ! 
Wolf. 0, Norris, say it not ! 
Nor. What did I say ? 
IVolf. You tbougbt 'twas over warm about tl 

beart. 
Nor. "Weil !— Of w-bat value is a spark of life, 
More tbaa a spark of any otlier thing ? 
IVol/. The body was thy father's ! 
Nor. Devil !— Imp 
Of Hell ! ünaay it, or thou diest, with 
A lie in thy tbroat ! 

Wolf. Were it my last breatli, Norris, 
I speak tlie truth ! 

Nor. Who elae baa bcard it from tbee ? 
Wolf. Noone! 

Nor. I am niad ! — No wonder if I am ! 
Wretcb, hadst thou stopp'd tlie old man'a blood — 

Wolf. Hebadlived! 
I thouglit thy interest 'twas, that he should die. 
I knew not tben it waa thy fatber. 

Nor. Devil ! 
Why had I anything to say to tbee ! 
And where's tbe body now ? 

Wolf. I left it where 
I found it. 

Nor. Fool ! — Thou should'st have carned it 
To the cliff, and cast it straight into the sea 
Wliere ue'er the sand is dry. 
Wolf. Would not the sea 
Have thrown it up again I 

Nor. Theseaf— Tbeearth, 
Though it were buried in't ten fathom deep, 
Wonld tbrow it up again ! — Nothing can malte 
A grave tbat'a deep enougb to keep it ! — Cast 
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A raouiitaiii on't 'twould licave it off ! — Tliej'l! kiiow it 
When it is brouglit befuro tlie corouer ! 

Wolf. I have taten care of tliat. 

Nor. Mttngled the features ? 

Wolf. Yea! 

Nor. Sa vage ! — 

JVolf. For thy sake I did k ! 

Nor. True ! 
Right ! — You did very riglit — and after all 
Wliat was it but a piece of clay ? — Now, Wolf, 
Wliere would'st thou be ? 

Wo/f. Why, anywhere but here ! 

Nor. Wut cross the sea ? — Thou haJst a liand, tliou 
knowest, 
In the murder — Thou didst finisli it — Thou lel'st 
The cid man die— He were not murdei'd eise— 
"Wilt cross the sea ? — I'U give thee gold enough 
To pay thy passage wheresoe'er thou'lt gü, 
And Set thee down there as a man, — and more, 
If more thon want'st — Wilt croas the sea ? 

Wolf. I will. 

Nor. When wilt thou Start ? — To-morrow ^ 

JVolf. Y(«. 

Nor. At dawn ? 

Wolf. At dawn ! — 

Not: That's good ! — That's exoellent ! — I'ni mucli 
Beholden to thee, Wolf— Thoiirt a true fricnd— 
Go far — Go very far ! — Tlie more apart 
The bettor ! Stop not at a thonsand miles^ 
Or two — or three ! — Look, Wolf ! I have a jar 
Buried in the garden, füll of treasurc — Take it. 
And luck go witb you ! — You will start to-morrow ? 
At dawn ? — Take passage to a distant land, 
Will you not ?— Thaak you ! Thank you, Wolf! TU 

Forget yuu ! — never cease to be your friend ! 
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SCENE ll.~-Tke itm(k of liolert's Cotlaffe. 
Enter Mari an. 
Mari. My father'a liouse ! would it were indeed 
My father'a house, as I did know it once. 
I were content to be a wrecker's child ! 
But now I havo a feeling as all thinfp 
Did loathe me ! — E'en the threshold wliich from chüd- 

I have been used to paas ! — I enter'd it 

With doubt, as though I cross'd it 'gainst its will ; 

The very bed I've alept in every night 

For eighteen years, did seera to say to me, 

" Lie on the floor !" — And when in agony 

I threw myself upon the fioor, I shrank, 

As that did spura nie too, and cry to me, 

" Thou art the datighter of a murderer ! " — 

Me, that when household uae requiied the life 

Of a poor brainleas bird, would nin a mile 

To get aome other band to take it, nor 

Could even then Jook on ! But where is natura ? 

She lias been acared away, but now returns. 

Oh my poor father ! — Oh my luckless fatber ! 

My liapless, güilty fatber ! — Will the day 

Never more break? — I oiily wait for it 

To seek for him, and comfort bim, and teil bim 

That I am sttll bia child — bis Mariaa ! 

Roh. [_Ru«hing m.~\ My Marian ! — What ! Hold'at 
tbou back from me ? 

Mari, No! 

Roh, But thou dost ! 

Mm-i. No ! — No ! — See there — I have thrown 
My arma around thy neck ! 

Roh. Yes! — but you tum 
Your head away I 

Mari. Is't tum'd away now ? 

IM. No! 
But wbere'a the kiaa, you never met me but 
You printed on my check ? — 

Mari. There ! 
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Roh, I-Iumpli!— If^w 
I liave thrown away butli time and risk— I caine 
Tu seek niy daughter — liut slie is not tiere— 
She lias gone from nie ! — desertednie ! — I havelost lier ! 

Mari. No!— No ! — 

Roh. You know her? — fetch mo lior! — make liostu ! 

Mari, She'ä bere ! 

Roh. She's not !— she's anywhere but here ! 
And I am here at peril of my Ute 
To See her for a niinute ere I go 
Perliaps for üver from her. 

Mari. Oh, my father ! 
I am indeed tliy child '. — Tliy JJarian ! 

Roh. These tears are soniething like her — I begin 
To think tliat thou'rt my child — Tliou art my child ! 
Thou hast heard it ? 

Mari. Yes ! 

Roh. What ponderous thing is " Ycs," 
To tako a sigli like tliat to heave it off? 

Mari. Thou art in danger. 

Roh. Great ! — To-morrow, may be, 
A dungeou ! tbere, most certainly tlie dock ! — 
Tliere, in all likeliliood, the gibbet ! but 
I liavo a chnnce — tliat chance is now ! — 'Tis little ! 
And, every inoment that I lose, grows less ! 
But I'm content it should go all ! — ay, all ! 
If I have loat one ftaction of niy cliild 
Tliat's due to me — go all — and Ict it go ! 

Mari. I am all thy own — Thy own hanil not tliy own 
More than tliy Marfan !— Thou'rt in flight !— We'll fly 
Together ! 

Roh. \_Re-aMured,~\ No, bot thou sbalt follow me. 
And apeedily I — Think kindly of Black Is'orris ! — 
He set me free — He'll be a friend to thcL — 
He fumisli'd me with means of flight. 

Mari. With means ? 

[Mabian ffoes out, and returns -with a little purse. 
Here, father, here ; 'tis little ; but a mite 
Is a mountain if 'tis wanting when 'tis needod ! 

Roh. Part of thy little störe ? 

Mari. The rest's at sea : 
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Would it were here ! — Its abaence now is loss 
"Which, tliough it come a score times doubled back, 
It never can repair ! 

Roh. And thou, my child ?— 

Mari. I have hands ! — There's Heaven !— Ohfather! 
Rob. Doat thou tliink 
Thy fatUer guilty 1 

Mari, I think nothing now, 
Except that thon'rt in danger, 
Rob. Mari an, 

I no more did the deed 

Mari. They wiäl be here, 
And then thou art lost ! 

Rob. Thou dost not think me guilty ? 
Mari. What matter what thy Marian thiuks, when 
death 
Pursues thee and thou lingerest here, and not 
One moment am I certain but the next 
It may o''ertake thee — here ! — in thy own house ! 
That's now no shelter for thee — here !— before 
Thy Marian's eyea that cannot help tliee ! — Fly ! 
Thy Itfe perhaps may pay for the next breath 
Thou drawesthere ! — The thought diatractsme '. — Fly! 
Rob. It cannot be thou think'st me guüty ? 
Mari. Fly! 
Terror doth take away my senses — Fly ! 

Rob. I do begin to doubt thou think'st me guÜty ? 

Mari. Oh father, fly ! 

Rob. I am innocent ! 

Mari. 'Tis well ! 

Rob. It is not well — I am innocent ! 111 swear it ! 

Mari. Thou need'at not, father — Don't!— Fly!— 

Fly!— 
Rob. By— 
Mari. Stop I 

Rob. Thou think'st me guilty! — Spare thy kind- 
ness— There 
Perisli thy coiu ! I will not use it [—Fly ! — 
Do anything to save my life ! — If it goes, 
It may go ! — Here I'll sit I — E'en here ! — Ay here I — 
Here in the cottage thou waat bom in, nursed. 
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Brouglit Tip in — tili now thou'rt eighteen years, and now 

Dost toll thy fatlier he's a miirderer ! 

Here I'U wait for them — Lct tliem come and take me ! 

Take me beforo thine eycs ! — Iraprison me ! 

Try me, and hang me ! I'll not tum my band 

To save my life ! since my own cbild tbat knowa me 

Believea me guilty. I am guilty ! — Yes 1 

Let all the world beaide believe me so. 

Amb. \^fVit/imt.2 What hoa I 

floi. Theycome! 

Mari. Fly by the other door I 

Roh. You hear ! It is beset. 

Mari. Hide somewLere '. 

Rob. Whero? 
Tbey"!! search the lioiisc !— Were there a hundrcd doors 
And all were free — were tliere a cavern, whete 
No foot could follow me — I would ait here 
And let them take me ! 

Amh. Robert ! 

Roh, ^opens tlte door.~\ Here ' — Oome in ! 

Mari. For mercy's sake ! — 

Roh. For no aake ! — Here I am : 
Take me ! 

Mari. My father ! 

Roll. I am guilty ! 

Mari. Nay ! — 

Rob. She says I am — take me away ! 

Mari. ! stay ! 
Don't take him yet ! — Good friends ! — you are neigli- 

bours ! — don't ! 
Don't take away my fatlier ! — leave iiim with me ! — 
Pray — pray don't take him ! 

Rob. I am guilty — take me ! 
I am guilty ! — Ask my child — my Marian ! 

Mari. Don't ! — Don't ! — Stay ! Mercy ! Mercy ! 
— O my father ! [ They ffo oul. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE I.—A Waiting Room. 



Enter Ambrobe and Philip. 
Amh. He is cominitted, and I pity liim ! 

To be condemned upon the evidence 

Of his own daughter ! 'Tis unnatural 

To take away the life tliat gave us Üfe ! 

This comes of leaming ! — Had it been a child 

Of youra, or mine, what heed would she have taken 

Of a false oath, to save a father's life ? 

Her mother waa a sort of lady — ay, 

The daughter of a broken gentleman, 

Took «p Iiia quarters in the cott^e, while 
Cid Eohert's father lived. They feil in love, 
And at the father's death, they married. 

P/dl. So 
Did come her lady breeding. 

Amh. Even so. 
She, aa her mother did before, it seems 
Doth quarrcl with the freedom that we take 
With dead men'a gear ; and to the beach must needs 
Follow her father — She bad hetter far 
Have sought her death, for what a curse taust now 
Her life be to her ! Waa't not stränge she fainted 
Soon aa her evidence was done, and yet 
Could give that eN-idence ! 

PMl. Here comcs old Robert. 

Enter Robebt between tico consfables, folhwed by me<i and 
icomen. — Nobbis in the hack-ground. 
Rolt. I am innocent! I am murder'd! Mv own 
child 
Has sworn my life away ! My Marian ! 
Falsely — most falsely !— When they try me, 'tis 
By her I die ; not by the judge — the Jury, 
Or any one b«t her ! She gives the verdiet ! — 
Passes the sentence !— puts my limba in irona ! — 
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Casts nie into my dungcon ! — drags tne thence 
To tlie scaffold !— ia my executioner ! — 
Does all that puts lier fatlier in his grave 
Before bis time ! — Her fatber, good to lier, 
Whate'er lie was to otbers — Oh ! to have died 
By any evidence but mine own cliild'a ! 
Take me to priaon, 

First Conslabte. No, we arc waiting for 
The Order of committal. 

Mari. [_Ruiklng im.] my father ! 
IM. Thy father ? —Am I so ?— 1 pritliee, girl, 
Call me that name again ! It is a thing 
Too good to be betievcd ! 
Mari. What, father ? 
Roh. What? 
Why, to be father to so good a child ! 
Mari, So good a child ? 
Roll. So good a child ! I say it 
Again ! — So good a child ! — Come, look at me ! 
Givo me thy band ! — tbe other one, and look 
Füll in my face ! — And fix thine eyes on mine ! — 
As I do live, tbou canst ! — And yet canst lie 
To caU me fatber !— Thou'rt no child of mine ! 

[C(M(s herfrmn him, alte falle on her knees. 
Mari. My father ! 

Roh. Up ! or I will trample on thee ! 
Fasten my hands in thy dark silken hair. 
And lift thee up by it, and fling tbee from me ! 
Wlio gave thee those fine locks ? 
Marl ThoTi ! Tliou ! 
Roh. "Who gave theo 
Those bands tbou clasp'st to me ? 
Mari. Tbou! 
Roh. I ! — Indeed ! 
And the rest of thy Hmbs ? — Thy body ? and tho tongiie 
Thou speak'st witli — Owest tbou everything to me ? 
Mari. I do \ — indeed I do ! 
Roh. Indeed ! Indeed ! 
Thou liest ! Thou wert never child of mine ! 
No ! — No ! — I ncYtT carried tbee up and down 
The bcach in my amia, many and many a d.iy, 
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To streugthen thee, wlien thou waat sickly ! — No ! 

I never brought thee from the market town, 

Whene'er I went to it, a pocket-load 

Of children'a gear !— No !^No, I never was 

Your pl.iy-fellow that ne'er feil out with you 

"Whate'er you did to hini ! — No ! — Nerer ! Nor 

"Wliea fever came into tlie village, and 

Fix'd ita feil gripe on you, I never watcb'd 

Ten daya and nightä runiiing, beside yi>iir bed, 

Living I know not how, for aleep I took not. 

And hardly food ! And since your mother died 

Mari. Thou'lt kill nie, father ! 

Rob. Since your mother died 
I have not been a mother and a father 
Both — both to thee .' 

Mari. Oh ! spare me ! 

Rob. I was uevet 
Anything to thee ! — Call me father ! — why 
A father'a life ia wrapp'd up in bis child ! 
"Was mine wrapp'd up in thee ?— Thou know'st 'twas 

How durst thou call me father ? — fasten upon me ! — 

That aever gave thee proof, sign, anything 

Of recognition that thou wast my child ! 

Strain'd thee to my heart by the hour ! — parting thy hair 

And smoothing it, and calling thee all things 

That fondness idolising thinks upon 

To speak ita yeamiag love ! — core of my heart ! 

Drop of my heart's blood, was worth all the rest I 

Apple of mine eye, for which I'd ^ve miue eyes, 

Orbs, sookets, lids, and all ! — tili words grew sobs. 

And love, o'er-fraught, put what it lovcd away 

To get relief from tears ! — Never did I 

Do this to tbee ! — why call me father, then, 

That art no child of mine ? 

Mari. I am thy child ! 
The child to whom thou didst all tbia and more. 

Rob. Tliou stood'st not then, just now, in the witness- 

Before the justice in that juatice-room, 
And sworest my life away. 
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Mari. Where tliou dost say, 
J atood ! — What thou dost say, I did ! — and yet, 
Not in tliose houra thou namesi of fond endearment. 
Feit, as I feit St tlien, thou waat my fatlier ! 

Ro/i. Well !— Justify it— prove theo in the right— 
Make it a lawfiil thing — a natural thing — 
Tbe act of a cliild ! — a good clnld — a trtie chitd ! 
An only one ! — one parent in the grave, 
The other left — that other, a fond father — 
A fond, old, doting, idoiising father ! 
Approve it such an act in such a cliild 
To alay that fatlier ! Come ! 

Mari. An oath ! — an oatli ! 

Rib. Thy father's life ! 

Mari. Thy daughter'a soul ' 

Rob. Twerc well 
Thy lip had then a little of tlie thing 
The heart had over niuch of ! 

Mari. What? 

Rob. Stone ! — Roct ! 
Tliey never should have opened ! 

Mari. Silence had 
Condemned thee equally. 

Rob. But not tlie bivatli 
Mine own life gave ! 

Mari. I feit in the juatice-room 
As if the final judgment-day were come. 
And not a hiding-place my heart could find 
To screen a thought or wisli ; hut every one 
Stood naked 'fore the judge, as now my face 
Stands hetote you ! All things did vanish, father ! 
That make the interest and aubstanoe up 
Of human life — whieh, from the mighty thing 
That once was all in all, was shrunk to nothing, 
As by sonte liigh command my eoul received, 
And conld not Lut obey, it did cast off 
All earthly tiea, wliicli, with their causes, melted 
Away ! — And I saw nothing but the Eye, 
That seetli all, beut searohingly oa mine, 
And my lipa oped as not of their own will 
But of a stronger — I saw nothing thcn 
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But that all-seeing Eye — but now I see 
Nothing but my father ! 

^She rushes tovards htm, and throws her arms 
round kis neck. 

Roh. Holdo£F!— thouadder! 
Sting me, and think to coil about nie still 
With tliy loathsome folds ! Tiiink I will auffer tlieo ! 
Not grasp thee ! — pluck thee from me ! — das!» tliee to 
The earth ! 

Mari. ! no ! 

Rob. Utiloose thy coil ! — my flesh 
Creeps at thee ! Hear'at thou l Come — let go tby 

hold, 
Or I will do some violence to thee ! 

Mark Do ! 

Rob. Strike thee ! 

MaH. Do ! — Dead ! — Dead ! — ^"twere merciful. 

Ttoh. No ; suffer thee to live, that thou may'at see 
My execution. 

Mari. O ! is it thy child 
Thou speakest to? 

Rob. Let go, ot I will curse thee ! 

Mari. Do ! so thou sufferest me to cling to thee 
O ! can you think I swore it with my will ! 
That I— thy child— thy Marian— all my life 
Good to thee — was I not ? — and loving to thee ! 
Dost not believe I love thee ? — What ! — that I 
"Who'd suffer torture — death — ten thousand deaths, 
To save thy life — would swear thy life away 
"Willingly? willingly? — oli ! in my heavy strait, 
To be an instoiment of justice 'gainst thee, 
That makes me wish — and I do wish it — thou 
Hadat never given me being !— bear not thus 
Unsufierahly hard upon thy child ! — 
Thy child as ever ! Whatsoe'er she did ! 
Whatsoe'er thou hast done ! — That loves thee^dotes 
tfpontbee! honours l^dolises thee, 
Aa e'er did chi[d her father ! 

Rob. Let me go ! 
Or as Im here — and am a mnrder'd man — 
Murder'd by thee ; — I'll curse thee — let me go ! — 
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Third Bailiff enters wUh a pajier^ v;kivk lie gives to the Firtl 
BailSff. 

Tkird BaiUff. Tlie order of committal ! 

Mari, [to Bailiff,] Stop ! — a niinute ! 

Roh. Or loose thy liold, or bide my cnrse ! 

Mari. My motlier ! 
Tliat is in her grave — wlio gave me to tliee — gave nie, 
When alle Lad b!e89''d me on her death-bed, aaying 
" Be mother, now, and fatKer to o«r cliild '." — 
For lier aate, fatber ! Am I not by ber 
Enougb an orplian ! — would I, tliink yua, would I 
Be more an orplian than I am ? 

Roh. Away ! 

Mari. Both — both my parcnts lose ? 

Roll. May — 

Mari, [^gkrleks.^ Don't curse nie — but I cannot let 
thee go ! — \^Tkey go out. 

Norrie, {^comin^ /&rward.2 Hold on, old Eobert ! 
That's the mood ! Hold on ! 

Rail at her ! Spurn her ! Curse her ! Drive ber mad ! 
The more she's fit for me. Use thy own flesh 
Like Carrion ! Foot it from thee ! Loatlie it I I'm 
The bird will banquet on't ! — a fatlier'a hlood 
Must not be sbed — although unwittingly— 
For notliing ! — That's the price whicli I have paid 
For her dark hair, white skiiij and shapely limbs ; 
Her Jady face and fairly rounded form ! 
And I will have them — nor do prize them lesB 
Becauae her beart would give them to another ! 
In that's the feast of hate, to taste the joy 
That's piirchascd at the cost of those we hate ! 
When I confess I put the triuk upon bim 
He ia free ! My motive — love for his fair child 
Absolves me. — Then the flight I had prepared — 
And bis own rasjiness marr'd — is proof enough ; 
His absence was my aim, and not bis death ! 
They will but chide me, and, at worst, will say 
" The scheine was daring ! — Yet, a lover's one !" 
Between ber father's lifc — my rival's bopes — 
She will not pause to chonse, but vindieati: 



db,Google 



THE DADGHTEH. 189 

At once a daughter'a duty, and her luve, 
And so be mine. 

Enter Stephen. 
Wliither so fast, good Steplicn ? — 

Sie. Where is my mafiter ? 

Nor. Fast in prison ! 

Sie. Where 
His daughter ? 

Nor. Thou hast news,— and it is bad ! 

Ste. It is !— Young Edward's ship is cast away 
Upon the coast of France, and all the crew, 
'Tis sjüd, have perish'd ! 

Nor. Know'st thou what thou sayst? 

Sfe, As thou that hear'st me say it ! 

Nor. All the crew ? 

Su. AU! 

AW. And thou art in searcb of Marian 
To teil her this ? 

Ste. I am ! 

Nor. I'll bring thee tö her. 
How I do wonder at the news, I know — 
Which I myself have sptead 1 I'll bring thee to her. 
[^Thei/ ffo out. 



8CENE IL— y^ö Outlide ofa Prison. 
Makiab, be/ore the Gate, half-reclining on the ground, 
Mari. Here is my death-bed. Here ni streich 

myself 
And yield my spirit up, for I do feel 
I am about to die. I could have borne 
The shame of the misdeed that was not mine — 
Submitted to it, as the will of Heaven, 
Incurring which I had not broke its will — 
But that the tie of nature should have snappM 
Along with that of reverence for Heaven — 
That where I found all love — all safegnard once— 
1 find all loathing — all desertion now, 
That is too haid to bear 1 No kind of shame 
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That ever made the cheek to redcien, while 

Tlie heart was free, had made nie sbrink from liini— 

Mock^, Booms, repulses, nor annoyaiices — 

I would have cleaved to liira amid the lightnings 

Of bloating looka ; and voice«, thundering eeoms ! 

Öhared the dark peuance of liis dimgeon with bim ! 

"Walk'd with Lim to the place of execution '. 

Mounted it step by step along witli liim I 

And, all around him lowei'iag, alione upon him, 

Till Lis last look, with. reverence and love ! 

They shall not ehut nie from his prisdn ! — ha^e 

No right ! I am liis ehild ! They sliould not heed 

His anger 'gainst me which tlioy do not aliare, 

Biit I do bear it all ! Nor care bow liigh 

The surf doth nm ! It cannot wax so fieroe 

But I will cleave it, rathcr tlian remain 

lipon tliis desolate and dreary shore ! 

"Witliin ! within I — Who keeps tlic gate ? 

Eliter .lailur. 

Jailor. WTiat want yoii ? 

Mari. Admittance to niy fatlier ! 

Jailor. 'Tis forbid .' 

Mari. Open the door a little — do, good sir, 
And let nie speak with yoii — give me but a chink, 
ril paaa through it ! 

[[Jailor opens the yate, shß trieg to paas il, fnit is 
preeented. Tliey aänmice struggling. 

Jailor. What mean you ? Are you mad ? 

M<m. I am ! The fury all, witbout the trance 
That makea it bearable ! The borror of 
The dream, without the sleep ! Do you know augljt 
About the ties of nature ? Have yoii look'd 
Upon a living father, motlier, hrother, 
Ot aister — or upon a living cliild 
Tliat was your own ? I have a living father. 
And he's witbin that prison — and I'm horo 
His living chiid, and yeam to go to him ! 
And you say I cannot ! Caa you say it ? Will you ? 
Do you ? You do not ! Cannot ! Will not ! Oh, 
Admit lae to my father ! 
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Jailor. What's the uae ? 
Hell oiily drive tliee ftom Iijm ! 

Mari. Let me in ! 
I'U find the use. Oh ! do you tliink his lieart 
Could turn to stone in a moment ! Harden so 
To the very core, and 'gainst !iis only child ? 
Admit me and you'll aee it still is flesh ; 
All flesh — all beating flesh, and at the core, 
Ita inmost — tcnderest — wamiest part — liis child ! 

Jailor. Poor girl ! 

Mari. Yon pity me !— Oh ! show me pity then — 
The act of pity — without whicb, with all 
Ita melting looks and tones, its sighs and teai^, 
'Tis useless as a very beggar, who 
Givea all things but the needed thing — relief ! 
You say " Poor girl !" — and you say true ! To be 
An orplian ! — to bo friendlesa ! — siielterless ! 
To go in rags, and they in tattcra ! Hang 
From mom tili mom — from week's end unto week'a end, 
'Twixt auatenance and starvation ! — All of theae 
Together but a little sprinkling make 
Of suffering, to the torrent hnrl'd on me ! 
I can't stand under it much longer — now ! 
My reason totters ! — reela ! Another moment 
I'm a lunatic — O save me from the jacket, 
The straw — the whip— the chain — open the door ! 
Admit me to my father ! 

Jailor. It ia hard 
To have no Option hut the act of duty, 
When the heart bleeds, and that decides againat it. 
Poor girl ! Though I conaort witU stone and iron, 
My heart partakes not ao of their condition 
Tbat I cau aee and hear thee with such eyes 
And ears, as walls and bars do tnrn to miaery ! 
Thou mnst endure — and Heaven aupport thee under it ! 
All are denied admittanee to hia cell, 
And thou, I gricve to say it, first of all ! £Goiiiff. 

Mari. iHoppififf Aim.] Stay ! Let me stop at the 
door of his cell ! — at the end 
Of the passage that leada to it ! — in the court on which 
The paasage opena ! — on the atairs ! — anywhere 
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Witbin thc prison 1 so tliat I may be 

Undcr ono roof with liira ! Let me stop with you 

At t!ie gate ! 

Jailor. It may not he. 

Mari. Show me tlie window of 
His cell ! — Is it, that — or tliat — wliicli is Jt ? 

Jailor, Neither. 

Mari. Is it tliat then ? 

Jailor. 'Tis not in tliis quarter uf 
The prison. 

Mari. "Wliich quarter tlien ? 

Jailor. I may not toll tliee. 
Dcn't stop me, girl ! I can't atay longer with thce ! 
TlidU quite uuman'st me ! 

Mm-i. Leave tlie door ajar — 
A niüment ! Let me look into tbo prison ! 

l_He sktiis tke door. 
Go! — th Oll dost weep ! And thinlt'st thou I'llbelieTeit? 
Tliott art no better than the grating bolt 
That at thy will is sliot and liolds the door ! 
I am hclpiess — liopeless ! — Would I were the bolt 
Door — walls — bars — anything but what I am ! 
And I liave put Lim there !—and if he dies, 
I hang bim ! Wbo are these that look at me, 
As they would strike ine dead? I couldn't help it ! 
My mother train'd nie in tbe fear of God ! 
I was forced to do it ! Just as well migbt ye blame 
A rock to split, when riven by the lightning, 
As my lips to part, when in the name of Heaven 
The justice bade them ope and speak the trutli ! 
I am innocent ! — dou't spurn me — I am innoeent ! 
[_Relreat8 to the wall, and support» hersei/ a^aintt it. 

Enter Norris and Stephen. 
Nor. There! — upto her — accosther— teüyouruews! 
What ! is it loathiag that I feel for her, 
Not love? It pleasures me to see her tlius. 
Except für her I liad not doiie it ! That 
Is rankling at my Leart — Sets it in storm ! 
J'm all for havoc- ! He slionld die — But then 
It were another miirder on niy soul ! 
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Ste. Marfan ! 

Mari. Well, Steplien ! WLat of miaery more ? 
For sure it ia your errand, by your looks ! 
Teil me ! Yoii can add nothing to the cup 
Already thiit o'erflows ! la it of Edward ? 
Is lie dead ? 

Sie. He is ! Drown'd on the coaat oE France. 

Mari. I hear it — and I do not shed a tear ! 
Nor feel the waut to weep ! I welcome it ! 
Tis good news ! He haa left a world of woe 
To him — to him — for what is woe to me 
TVere woe to him ! Would I a heart I love, 
As I love his, should feel what mine doth feel ? 
Wonld I put adders where I could not bear 
To have aii inscct sting? 'Tis well he's dead! 
The frfends he leayes, should put on holiday, 
Not mouming clothea for him ! His passing bell 
Should ring a peal, and not a knell ! 'Tis best 
It is as it ia. His welcome home liad been 
" Heaven help yo« !" — not "Heavon bless yon !"■ 

Well, he's dead ! 
How was he drowned ? 

Ste. His ship, they eay, went down 
With all the crew. 

Mari. With all the crew ! He lies 
In a watery grave .' How fresh he look'd the day 
He went .' What hope was in his eye, whose fire 
You would have thought would ne'er go out i I 

seem'd 
In speed to meet good fortune, as a friend 
Already conie in sight !— I see him now 
Stepplng with gallant air into the boat. 
And louking at the sea, as 'twere a thing 
Stahle as the solid earth 1— My sailor lad ! 
Yoimg, comely, manly, good, and fond of me ! 
I little thought the look would be my last 
Which proniised I should see thee soon again. 
Thou diest in good time — 'tia years of woea 
Saved by a minute's pang ! I thought just now 
I was paat weeping ! I did love him ! — love him 
With all my will ! — No portion of my heart 
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But wliat was given to liim — iio portion on't 
I ever wish'd were back '. 

Nor. Now is my timu '. 
Marian 1 

Mari. "Wbat ! iiiore ?— Is tliore niorc miscry f 
There's nothiiig leCt but deatli — I do ncit coimt 
Deatli misety ! 

Nor. I come to talk to Üii^a 
Of life, not deatli ! 

Mari. "Where is it ? — show it nie ! 
Life ia tlie opposite of deatli — a tliing 
To he preferr'd to it ! — sliow me that life ! — 
For if thoii meau'st sueli lifo as now I see 
I had rather die tlian livu .' 

Xor. I lovo tliee, Marian ! 

Mari. Does any one luve Matian. ? 

Nur. I repeat 
I luve tliee, Marian, wilt tliou marry nie ? 

Mari. Many tliee ? — Yes ; wlien tliey put on fo. 
Wy wedding clotlies — my siiroud ! — and lay nie in 
My bridal bed — my grave '. — Then I'll bo wifc 
To tliee or any one ! 

N«r. Wbat would'st thou do 
To save tliy fatlior'a life ! 

Mari. Anvtliing! 

Nor. Whät 
To have it proved tliat be is innocent ? 

Mari. Any tliing ! — pay tlie felon's penalty 
Myself ! — Abide tlie gibbet ! — Marry tbee 
Now — now ! — If now thou didst heave off for me 
That mountain on niy heart — my father's plight ! 
Tliat, heavier on my soul — my father's sin ! 
This didst thou do — and atood my lover there, 
Of wliom to say that in bis grave he's dearer 
Tbau he was ever when in life to me, 
Is to say trutli— I'd give to thee my hand ! 

Nor. I take it ! — 
Wliat ! draw'st thou back ? 

Mari. 'Tis but to pause a moment ! 
No !— rU See notbing but my father !— -Think 
Therc-s no one eise in the World !— I'il aee but hiin 
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And tlie plight he lies id ! — deeper — lonelier 
Thaii shipman sA the bottoin of the sea '. 
Caiist thou do thia thou sayest ? 

Nor. Yea ! 

Mari. Thoti'lt savo 
My father's life ? Thou'It prove him innocent ! 

Nor. Iwill! 

Mari. The day thou dost it, I am thine ! 

Nor. Qive me thy hand upon it ! — Draw'st thou back 

Mari. No ! — There ! — One moment ! — Edward ! — 
There I [^Fainlt in AU arms. 



ACT V. 
SCENE l.—The Shore. 



Enter Norbis. 
It ia a miracle how thisgs, that seem 
The most perverse, do work iinto mine ends ! 
Entanglement duth set me free aa faat 
As it doth catch me ! His committal, which 
I thought had marr'd me, makea me ! He ia free ! 
Hard Bwearing ope'd at last lits dungeon door. 
They threaten'd me with hia place, but I escaped 
With cliiding, and fair Marian is mine, 
And this tlie day I go with her to chiirch ! 
I would it were to any other place ! 
I dream'd of her last night. I thought it was 
Our wedding day, and, to the church door, I 
Was loading her. 'Twas shut ! I knock'd at it. 
One answer'd from within, " I must not enter ! " 
And I did shudder, for I knew the voiue. 
And yet again I knock'd. When ope'd the door. 
And, fear congealing sight ! a spectre glared 
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Upon me ! 'Twas my fatlier ! It did say, 
" it is forbld — thoii uitist not enter liere ! " 
I wi>ke. It was tlie first night I liad a!ept, 
To call it sleep, since tliat unlucky night. 
Oll ! may I never aleep such aleep agaiii ! 



SCEXE Il.~RobeHs Cottage. 

Enttr ItoBEBT. 

Äöi. BettfiT I had died I Myclüld has given herüfe 
To cherisli mine ! E'en while I look at Iilt 
Slie wastea away ! — and what diith aggravate 
The pang to see her fall a prey to death 
So fast, ia the sweet «nconiplaining |)atience 
"With which she bears the tooth that's gnawing her, 
Working its way into the quick ! She looks 
On me the cause of the inextricable, 
ünsufFerable strait she has fallen into, 
Aa one tö pity tatlier than to blame ! 
This is lier wedding-day !-^far better caü'd 
Her funeral day ! I have left no means untried 
To tempt hin) to forego Iiis claim — lie oriea 
" l've paid the price, and what IVe bought I'll take 1" 
TVTiile prayera awaken wrath, and not remorsej 
And bis eye lowers tili I think I see 
His heart, witb evil at the very core. 
The hour ! — I niust awaken her. Her eyea 
Were cloaed when last I look'd ! — hefore the tiioe 
I would not have them open on tbu day 
They'il aec at last too aoon ! — She has waked of herself ! 
Is up, and dresa'd, and siniling, with a ehcek 
More kin to death than life !— My Marian '. 

Marian (havin ff entered). My father !—w hat's the 
matter that yon turn 
Your eyea away ? You falter wben you speak ! 
Fatber! be cheerfnl — happy — look iipon me ! 

Rol- My girl, don't smile ! 

Mari. Wliat myfaee doca, niy fatiier, 
My heart does ! — It is cahu 1 — Yea, cheerful ! — not 
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That it lacks cause for grief — bnt has more cause 

Fop gladnesa ! I bave done wliat Heaven approves — 

My duty ! — sacrificed a little thing — 

Much in itself, but in comparisoa 

Little — to gain a great thing — to preserve 

My father's life !-— I should smile !— I-ot me smile, 

And smile along witli me '. 

Rob. My child — niy chÜJ — 
That talk'd to me like an angcl ! — clung to rae ! 
Knclt to me to persuade nie to forbear ! 
And like a fiend I would not heed, but did 
The evil thing, whence all this min grew ! 
Bly child, who loving me, as ahe trujy aaid. 
And since has proved, beyond her life — did keep 
Her reverence for Heaven, when lacking that 
Slie miglit have gaved me !— My poor child, that I 
For doing so her duty, aa slie ouglit, 
Did spiirn — did iise witli violence— did au£Fer 
To trail along tbe street, lianging to me ! — 
Wbom I was nigh to curse ! — I did not, Matian ! 
Indeed I did not curse theo !— A child so aaed ! — 
To blast her iiappiness— life — everythicg 
For me — and do it witb a smile ! 

Mari. My fathcr ! 
No more of tbia, beseecli tliee — these are thoughts 
That cannot profit us ! and they awaken 
Others, 'twere better for our peace we auffer 
To sleep ! — for they do niadden ! — Give me tby band ! 
Don"t apeak ! — My brain did reel jiist now ! — 
'Tis over ! — I'll go to the door and aee 
If he bo Coming. 

Rob. Who? 

Mari. The bridegroom ! 
Since we're to marry, as well marry now 

As any otber time O save me ! — Hide me '. — 

[_Rushmff to her father, kides her face in hu breast. 

Enter 'Enw ARU, 
Edx. My Marian ! my gir! ! my love ! my bride ! 
And ia thy joy to see me back ao great 

;? — Marian, from tho hoTir 
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We hoisted sail to bring me back to tliee, 
The wind has never veer'd nor flagg'd— Weye liad 
A merry run of good twelve knots an hoiir ! — 
Nothing — sbeet, Italyard — but tiie heim to 'tend to, 
As though the vessel witb my beart did race, 
That 3tiH did keep before it '. — Turn to me !— 
Look at me I — Speak to me !^The face and voipc, 
I bave heard and Seen a tboiisand miles away— 
Now that Till near to thee — within reaoh of theo — 
Toucbing thee, Mariaii ! — k't nie see and hear ! 
Has ahe not power to speak or movo ? 

Roh. My boy, — 
The sigUt of thee so siidden is too rauch for bor. 

EdiB. And doea sbe love nie better ? — Marian ! — 
Sweet — constant — fond — could I believe so foud? — 
'Twas never thua with thee before at meeting l 
Unloose tlie hands that ciasp thy fatber's neck — 
Or let nie do it for thee — tili I fold thee 
To my fond, faithfiil, my adoring hcart, 
That yenras to bave thee near it ! — Marian ! 
Know'st tbou not Ed ward's band? — Does ahe resistmc ; 
la it not joy that works «pon her so ? 
Doos my return give pain ? — Is it a tliing 
IJnweleome ? — Ain I loved no longcr by her ? 
Am I forgotten ? — 

Mari. Edward— no ! — no l — no! 
Tliou'rt not forgotten. 

Edw. No ? — nor loved no longer ? 

Mari. Nor loved no longer ? — loved more dear tban 

Tban ever, Edward ! 

Edw. Marian ! My love ! 
My life ! the ship ia on her course again ! 
Steady ! There's nought abead ! — fool that I was 
To fancy thero were breakera ! — Conie, my girl ! 
Sit on my knee and talk to me ! 'tis long 
Since we bave talk'd togetber, Marian \ 
Dost tlion hold off ? — I liave bccn so long away 
You are ashamed to ait upon niy knee, 
"Well ! Tliere ! Wbpt you Üke I liko ! Though you ve 
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Oftcn upon my knee. "Well ! I've made 

My luekiest voyage !■ — our pcncehavegrown topounds! 

Mari. We heard that you were shipwreek'd ! 

Edw. Ay ! 

Mari. Were drown'd ! 

Edw. Yo« took me for my gliost ! — no wonder, girl, 
You ran away from me ! Oh now I see ! 
Wo've not touch'd ground we did not wiali to toucli ! — 
Nor shipp'd a sea sioce first we hoisted sail ! 
And now we marry, Marian ! — What's the matter ? 
Huw in you look ? — What's tliia ? — You shrink from 

Hasslie been ailing, father? — Whcre are her eyes? — 

I left her with a rose upon her check, 

Where is it ? — That is not the form I clasp'd 

A month ago ! — What's fallen ? Something ! Ay ! 

Something ! What is it ?■ — ^both aie siieut ! — Then 

Soraething I know has fallen ! To look at you 

Is enough — enough ! — 'twill drive me mad ! — I am mad ! 

Teil me the truth !— Kay tlien I'U seek for it 

Wliere I'm more like to find it. 

Mari. Stop ! Come hack ! — 
No !— Stay ! — Forgive me, Edward ! 

l_Falliriff on her kneca. 

Edw, Marian l 
Forgive thee ! — Wliy ? For what ? 

Mari. Don't ask ! To sea ! 
On shiphoard, and set smI, whate'er the wind, — 
Anything, Edward, but the shore ! — To sea .' — 
Rocks, breakers, sanda, are nothing ! — all the perils 
Of leaks, dismasting, canvas blown to threads, 
Are nothing ! — Fonndering ! — the dismal'st plight, 
That evep bark was in, are nothing'. — Yea 
Drowning, with thouglits of going deoper down 
Than ever plummet sounded, or of graves 
Made of the tliroata of sea-monsters, that dog 
The fated vessel ! — Leap into tbem sooner 
Than truat thy feet oQ land !— To sea !— to sea ! 

Edw. Wliat mean you ? 

Mari. I will teil while I can ! 

Edw. Rise up then, and don't kiieel to me ! 
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Mari. Forgive me ! 

Edv;. For what? 

Mari. Ay, that's the thing, you can't foigive me 
Until you know for what, and wlien you know it, 
Will you forgive me then ? — You will not ! Yet 
"Were it my last breatli that I epeak with to Üitm, 
I love tliee dear as ever '. — dearer !— dearcr I 
I love thee dearer tliaii I ever did ! — 

Edio. Then where's the liarm ? 

Mari. Where? — everywhere! — The sun 
Is pale and c<ild ! there is a haze in the sky, 
Chilly and thiuk, will never clear away ! 
Tlie earth is wither'd, gras*, leaves, flowera and all ; 
Women and men are changed, all cheer and conifort 
llcpartcd froni their faces and tlieir tongues, 
To nie ! — for tliou that madest all these to nie 
Art lost ! — 

Edw. Am I not faithful to theo still i 

Mari. Thou art, and I am faithful still to thee ! 
Bnt !— 

Edw. What ? 

Mari. Oh, fatlier ! 

Hob. Well thou may'st reproaeh me ! 

Mari. No! — no! I don'treproacli thee ; teil itliim — 
Stop ! he wiil know it soon enoiigh — he's here ! 

Enter Nobhis and otliers, dressed asfor a Wedding. 

Nor. Marian! — What! Edward living! — ay,andhere! 

Edw. It dawnauponme! Dawns?— 'Tiä open day! — 
A stormy one, the aky all black, tlie sea 
All foam, all things portending shipwreck ! shipwreck 
Already come ,' binnacle wasli'd away ! 
Budder unsbipp'd ! not a maat standing ! nothing 
But the huU ! the loneaome, nielaneholy hüll ! 
With mountains breaking over it !— Shc's changed ! 
She's false ! slie's lost ! I live, and she is lost ! 

Nor. Come ! 

Edio. Will sshe go to him before my face ? 
She will .'— She doea .'—Will she go forth with Lim ? 
Go forth with him to church, and leave me here l 
She's gone !— Come death ! Well ! I'm ashore again — 



•dby Google 



■Wliat did I wisli for evciy Iiour in tlic day ! 

Every minute !— Pray for ! dream upon ! live upon ! — 

More than on food or drinlt, with hope to get it, 

I have gut at last !— I am on shore agiun ! 

Better be at the bottom of the sea ! 

■What's to be done ? — Can anything be done ! — 

My destiny'a too hard to bear, and yet 

I must bear it ! — To be mad ! O to be mad ! — 

How can my senses stand it ? — What are they made of ? 

Why don't they go to pieces ? — Nut one plank 

Holding by another ! All toas'd here and there 

In spllntera ! — Splinters !— Come, there's comfort in 

The knowledge of the cause that wreck'd the ahip. 

That I will force from her, and then I'll leave her — 

Leave everything ! — Leave her, leave everything ! 

IGoes out. 



SCENE THE LA&T.— The outsids o/a Ckurch. 

Enter Clei^yman, Nobris, Mabian, Robebt, and oihers. 

Cler0man. These nuptials are not thinga of lucky 

Nor. I pay no heed to omens ! 

Clergyman. Marriage is 
A holiday — a day of gladness, though 
We drop a tear in't ! — Erigbt looks are its favoiirs ! 
Lightness of gait, and ease of cairiage, are 
Its proper dreas ! — This inaid has none of them ! 

Nor. She weds of her free will. 

CUrgyman. You are the bridegroom ? 

Nor. There Stands her father— queation him ! 

Clergynum. Methinks 
You look not like a bridegroom ; no, nor speak ! 
There'a sullenness upon your brow and tongue, 
Gare at the heart's core, if not something worse ! 
His marriage-day is still the merriest 
A lover teeps; it is his hatvest-home, 
When blights, and winds, and autumn flooda are 'scaped. 
And all the venture of his tillage housed, 
With song and dance and thankful merry-making. 
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'Tis stränge ! l>ut it is your affair, not minc. 
You are her fatiierl Gives the maid lier liaiid 
Of her free will ? 

Rob. Shedoea; against her clioice, 
Slie gives lier hand, altliougli it breaks lier heart. 
Your Bevereuce must have Iieard, lie liolds her promisi.' 
His price for Service reuder'd unto nie, 
By which her hand she gives, disjoining it 
From her heart, loug given to anothcr. Teara, 
Entreaties, prayera, all means I have tried, to aliakc 
Ilis ätubbom purposes, and to pity hend him — 
AH thrown away ! yet have resolves the strongest 
Given way at last ; perhaps the hour, tlie place, 
Thy aacred presence, theae perhaps may give 
A sway to that was powerless before ! 
Look oa me, Norris ! I'm a fathcr ; see 
To what a strait I'm broiight, lipon my kneos 
Before thee in the dtist ! Turn to my child — 
Upon Iier deatU-bed coiild ahe lock more white I 
More ghaatly, more like deatli ? She loves thee not ! 
To save her father — a father less to her 
Th.in she a child to him — she's in tho plight 
That bringe her hitherl If slie marriea theo 
It is not with her heart I Don't take her hand ! 
Take that, thou takest her life along witU it ! 
Thou lay'st a corpse npon thy bridal bed, 
And not a hride ! O, spare her ! spare my child ! 
Spare me in her ! — tliyself ! forego thy claim ! 
Eeleaee her from the word ahe will not break, 
Though keeping it her thread of life will anap .' 
Release her from it ! — give a young girl her life ! — 
Preserve the remnant of an old man's Hfe .' 
And make thyaelf, if not a happy man, 
At lea.it a man contented with himself ; 
"Who eise, must needs become a verier wretch, 
Than any that he makes !— 

Nor. I am here to wud !~ 

Clergyman. 8tem man, look hcro I — thine oyes may 
aerve the place 
Of earg, no need of them to learn the cause 
Of that poor supplicaiit ! What hast thou licnrd 
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Of misery tliat e'er came up to that ? 

Plead tears as strong, as ehe doth plead without ? 

Sighs? gvoams? — all thinga that serve as tongues to 

She looks despair, as never yet was told 

By doleful sound ! Art thou a man, or what ? 

What keeps thee rock, when all around thee melt ? 

Shake ! fall to pieoea at the apectacle 

Which most ought thee to move ? Hast thou no touch 

Of Barth or Heaven, ■which all men have beside ? 

So to contrast with all ? Thou livest and breathest — 

By Hirn thou liveat aad breathest by, I adjura thee 

Forego the band which He forbids thee take ! 

Nor. I am the bridegroom, there'a the bride; she 

Of her free will ; though hearts go not with bands, 
No reason why tbey niay not follow them. 
I love her— I will have her — and I take her ! 

Edm. £Rus&inff mj Angel .' I know it all ! but 
know not tongue 
Can speak the beauty of so fair a deed t 
Self-sacrificed to save thy father'a life ! 
The fairest barque that ever mounted wave, 
From duty, run upon the foulest shore ! 
Art thou a man ! [to Nobkis.] — 0, reverend air, to 

Without the church let me hia manhood put, 

And see if in my frame that fibre lives 

So baseJy weak 'twill yield, tili at my feet 

His claim upon the maiden he renounce ! 

It ia not reverence to Heaven, to stand 

And see it outraged in the thing it loves, 

Througb reverenco to Heaven's servant or Ileaven's 



Norris, conie forth ! — 

Nor. Yea '. when I lead, a wife, 
Thy Marian from tlie church. 

Edw. She ia not mine ! — 
I do forego the maid, do thou forego 
Her band ! If bäte for me — loatbing to s< 
The maiden mine — conatrains thee to an ac 
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To wliich a miirder were an innoceiit dced, 

I give her uji ! Pluek iip my hopes, aLtiioiigl» 

Tlieir rooia have atmck to my heart's core, and cast 

Away that they ahall nevcr flower again, 

But witlier, die, and, rot ! — 0, give lier iip. 

And take whate'er by years of toil I liavu made ! 

If that sufficeth not, take me along 

To labour für ttiy gain to my life's end. 

Tu do tliy bidding, wliatsoe'er it be, 

On land or sea — ^liow far soe'er away ! 

To be thy joiimeynian will labour through 

The foiiF-and-twenty hoiirs, wltliout repose 

Or food, and aet tu work wlien tliey are out — 

Only give up the maid, lier word — her peace — 

Her patience — reason — life ! 

Clergynmn. No violeniie \ — Oc is her reason gone, 
Or sliti iä in a trance ! 

JWoW. 'Tis Coming! — 

Nor. "Wliat? 

Ckrguman. Peace ! 

Mari. How it scowls all around ! The aea is black 
Ab the aky ! Fruin head to head as black as ink ! 
There cumes the wind! Yousee! — that streakof white 
Along the liovizon ! — it grows larger! — See ! — 
Aad larger !— That'a the wind ! 'tis Coming od, 
Pacing the wavea, und stirring up the spray, 
As horeea do tlie dust when they're in speed ! 
Yoii hear it now \ — and now tlic sea ia white 
Aa it was black before ! 

Eob Sometbing like this 
Occmr'd last night, but I did ronae her, and 
ßecall her to Uersolf. 

Nor. This is no time 
For liat'ning to a dream ! 

CUrg^nucn. Speak'st tbon again ! 
I'll cause them put thee ftoni the church by forec ! 
1*11 hear the dream out, if it be a dreani ! 
If that her senses are unsettied, you're 
Forbid tu take her hand ! — I charge you, peace ! 

Mari. It lightena ! but -— 'tis distant ! — And it 
thundor.'; - 
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Only you cannot hear it 1— for the sea 

Doth now begin to toar ! You'll hear it, thoiigli, 

Anon ! — 'tis Coming, listen ! Hold your breatli — 

Don't spealc ! I lieard a gun ! — there 'tis 

Ägain ! And there's the ahip, rounding the head, 

Kising and pitching, and no pity takes 

The Storni upon her ; but more furious wases — 

And billow after billow, fote-top high, 

Do break upon her ! 

Clerffyman. If I hear tbee breathe, 
I'll force thee from the churcU ! 

Mari. 8he strikes ! She'a fast ! 
And now the waves do with her what they will ! 
She's gone to pieces !— Pieces ! — What ia thia ? 
A body wash'd on shore, and Norris tbere, 
Rifling it ! Ha ! he stopa ! — he ia alarm'd ! 
He aeea that life ia in it ! What ia that 
He does ? He liaa unelasp'd a knife ! He means 
To murder the poor man ! — He will ! — He doe3 ! 
Stop ! Norria ! — 'tia thy father ! 

Nor. Furies ! fienda ! 
Wbat mean you ? 

Clergyman. Tbou dost shake ! The blood is gone 
Eyen from thy very lipa ! while all beaide 
Look as they look'd before ! Thou'rt a bad man ! 

Nor. What heeda a raving girl ? 

Ma/ri. Wliere have I been ? — 
The chiirch ? Ob ! I reniembep ! — AU is right ! — 
Here, Korris, take my band ! 

{They approaek the altar — Wolf rises — Norris 
let«ifo MiitiAfi^ skand,(m(iretre<iiseef0ralpaees 
— tfte rest pause. 

Nor. Hell ! what is liere ? 
Like sometliing from a grave, or from the sea 
Caat up untimely and unnaturally ; 
Or, worae, a prisoner from the evil place, 
If such there be, let out to harrow me 
Before my time — affright me into madnees ! 

Edw. Speak not ! obaerve ! 

Nor. Wolf! Wolf! Itishiaeyes— 

Features — ^but not the life that moTed in them 
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Ilis form witboiit liis blood ! Is it a thing 

That breathes, or oniy woiild be tbougiit to breaihe ? 

Wolf! I would rnsh ujioii it, but my feats 

Are bolts tbat pin nie to thc spot ! Is H come 

To teil upon me ? Cause of blaiue to bim 

I gave not ; he went cramm'd witU goM away ! 

Edw. [to Clergyinan.] Do yoii hear ? That man 
has been a partner with bim 
In some black deed ! 

Wolf. I bave fled over sea, over land, 
To get away froni it ! It follows me ! 
I bave plunged into riot — I bave tried 
"Wliat solitude would do ! It talks to me ' 
I See it in the dead of night as well 
Aa in the noon of day. 'Tis only here 
I have got a respite from it yet ! In crowds 
I havc been alone, with it glaring lipon me, 
GnasLing its teeth, and yelling in mine ears ! 
But there's aEother Lere dotb come between 
With mild rcgards, and plaeid sliiniug face, 
And gentle Toice which makes, albeit so soft, 
My torturera unlieard, erying " Repent ! 



Nor. Confess ! 

Wolf. I will 
Repent, I will confess ! — then am I free ! 
I am a miirderer. 

'S'or. Bc thou tlie ficnd — I'll know thee ! 

[^Rushinff np and smin^ him. 
Wolf! 

Wolf. Notris ! — What, has it been fullowing thee : 

Nor. Peace ! 

Wolf, \_FM-ioitsli/.'] But there is no peace I It liowls, 
and howls, 
N"o foot is fieet enough to distanco it, 
To 'scape the horror of its teeth ; — the bloodliound, 
No strcam that you can wade will clcar tjiee from, 
That never gives you respite ! — except here ! 
Here is a ehance ! Thia ia a place methinks 
He cannot enter ; he has bunted me 
Till hu has drivcn me wild, but siiicc I'i.i here 
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His bay metliinks beging to die away. 
Worda bave been whispered me, at heaving -which 
'TwaB told me he would alacken in his chase. 
" Repent ! Confeas ! " those were the words I heard. 
I will ! — I do ! — I am a miirderer. 
Nor. Coward, where is luy gold ? 
Wolf. All clotted o'er, 
Corroded, crumbled with the old man's blood 
Which thou lett'at out, and I did leave to spill — 
Nor. Fiend! 

Wo^. Do not rave at me ! I did not know 
It was youp father ! 
Edw. Hoar ye ? 
Nor. Villain ! — die ! 
With a lie in thy tliroat t IStabs Wolf. 

Clergyman. Stop, wretch ! 
Wolf. Thou hast murdered me ! 
And hut for thee I had not murdered him ! 
But in my soul's atrait on the brink of death 
I'li show thee ruth as I do liope to me 
Tbat niercy will be shown ! — " Eepent ! Confess ! " 
I liear not now the hound ! — 'twill stop witb thee 
If there be meroy for a parricide ! {J}ies. 

Nor. You would not listen to a lunatic ! 
Clergyman. Ät least, unbappy ! thou'rtamuvderer ! 
Nor. Whichof you would not kill amad dog? Come! 
Yoti've no right to hold me ! Show me firat 
Yoiir Warrant, without which you cannot take 
A man that's free to prison ! — Just as well 
Hang me without a trial ! — Let me breathe ! 
Give me a moment's pause ! — let my arms free ! 
Oh, could I uso them now ! Tbe blackest curse 
That ups can utter — ^heart conceive — aÜght 
On all who enter there ! — May the roof fall 
And bury you alive — raay it he in flames I 
And every door and window fast upon you ! 
My blood lie at your doors ! — the best among ye 
Is worae than I ! My blood be on you all ! 

\_He is dragged oui. 
Clerffi/man, Poor sinner ! Graco is broad and free 
enough 
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Even to Cover tliee, so mayst thou find — 

Pattem of love, and piety, and duty, 

Surely in Heaven thoii would'st liave been rewarded ? 

But Heaven defers its guerdon for thee there, 

To give thee one on earth ! Be blest in love ! 
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ACT I. 
SCENE L—TJw Lobby o/m Inn. 



Enter Chargbweij^ hurriedly. 

Charg. What, hoa there ! Hoa, siiralia ! More 
wine ! Are the knavea aeleep ? Let not our gnests 
cool, or we shall starve the tili ! Good waiting, more 
than tiands and wine, doth help to make the Inn ! — 
George ! Richard ! — Ralpli ! — Wliere are you ? 
Enter Geohoe. 

George. Here am I, air, 

Ckarg. Have they taken in more wine to that 
Company ? 

George. Yes, sir. 

Charg. That'a right. Serve them as quick aa they 
Order ! A fair Company ! I liave seen them here 
before. Take care theycomeagain. Ä choicecotnpany! 
Tliat Master Waller, I hear, is a fine spirit — leads the 
town. Pay hira much duty. A deep putse, and easy 
stringg j 

George. And there ia another, sir ;— a eapital gentle- 
man, though from the country. A gentleman most 
learned in dogs and horsea ! He doth talk wondrous 
edification : — une Master Wildrake, I wish you could 
hear him, sir. 

Charg. Well, well ! — attend to them. Let them 
not cool o'er the liquor, or their calls will grow shick. 
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Keep feeding tlie fire wiiile it blaaesi, and t}ie blaze will 
continue. Look to it well '. 

George. I will, sir. 

Charg. Aud bo carefui, above all, tlmt you please 
Master Waller. lie is a guest wortli pleasing ; lio is 
a gentleman. Free order, quick pay ! 

George. And such, I'll daro bu awom, is Lhe other. 
A man of mighty stores of knowiedge — most learned in 
dogB and liorses ! N«¥ur waa I su edified by tlif 
discoQrSL' uf Hiürtal man. [Tket/ go out MTcrallii. 



SCENK 11.-^ Room. 

Mastbh Waller, Master WiLnRASE, Mastek Tni e- 
H'OHTH, Master Neville, aitd Master Humphrey^. 
»itting rmind a table. 

Wal. Well, Master Wildrake, speak you of the 
chaee ! 
To hear you one dotli feel tiie bounding stc cd ; 
You bring the Lounds and game, and all to view— 
All scudding to tbe jovial liuntsman'a cheer ! 
And yet I pity tlie poor crowned deer, 
And always fancy 'tis by fortune'a apite, 
That lirdly bead of bia, he bears ao higli— 
Like Virtue, stately in calaniity. 
And hunted by tlie human, worldly hound — 
la niade to fly before the pack, that atraight 
Burst into song at prospect of bis death. 
You say their cry ia barmony ; aud yet 
The eliorua acarce ia musio to my ear, 
When I betbink me what it sounds to bis ; 
Nor deem I sweet the note that ringa tlie knell 
Of the once merrj' forestcr ! 

l<!ev. The same things 
Do please or pain, according to the thought 
We take of them. Some smile at their own deatii. 
Wliich moat do slirink from, as a beast of prey 
It kills to luok lipon. But you, who take 
Such pity of the deer, whence t'ollüiyd it 
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You hunt more cosÜy game ? — the comely maid, 
To wit, tliat waits on buxom Widow Green ? 

Hum. The comely maid ! — Such term not half the 

Of her rieh beauty givos ! Were mle to go 
By lovehnesa, I know not in the court, 
Or city, lady might not fitly aerve 
That lady serving-maid ! 

True. Oome ! your defence ? 
"Wliy show you ruth where there's least argument, 
Deny it where there'a moat ? You will not plead ? 
Oh, Master Waller, where we use to hviiit 
"We think the sport no crime. 

Hum. I give you joy, 
You proaper in your chase. 

Wal. Not so ! The maid 
In aimple honeaty I muat pronounce 
A miracle of virtue, well aa beauty. 

NeD. And well do I believe you, Master Waller ; 
Thoae know I who have Tcntured gift and promise 
But for a minute of her ear —the hoon 
Of a poor dozen worda spoke through a chink— 
And come off hootless, aave the haughty scom 
That cast their bounties back to them again. 

Tru^. That Warrants her what Master Waller spcaka 
her. 
la sbe so very fair ? 

Nev. Yes, Master Trueworth ; 
And I believe iudeed an honest maid ; 
But love'a the coin to market with for love. 
And that knows Master Waller, On pretence 
Of sneaking kindnesa for gay Widow Green, 
He Tisits her for sake of her fair maid ! 
To whom a glance or word avails to hint 
Ilia proper errand : and — aa giimpses only 
Do only serve to whet the wish to see — 
Awakena interest to hear the tale 
So stiutingly that's told. I know his practice — 
Luck to you, Master Waller ! If you wIn, 
Yo« merit it, who take the way to win ! 

Wal. Good, Master Neville ! 
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Ttus. I should laugli to see 
The poacher snared ! — tlie maid, fot miatreas sougiit, 
Tum out a wife. 

Nee. How say you, Master Waller ? 
Tliiiigs quite as stränge liave fallen \ 

Wal. Impossible ! 

True. Impossible ! Most posaible of tliinga — 
If thou'rt in love ! Wliere inerit lies itself, 
TVhat mattere it to want tlie name, which, weigh'd, 
Is not tlie worth of ao inucli breatli aa it takea 
To utter it ! If, but from Nature's band, 
Slie is all you could espect of gcntle blood, 
Face, form, mien, speech ; with theae, wbat to btlong 
To lady more belioves — tlmiiglits delicate, 
Affections generona, and niodeaty — 
Perfecriooating, brigUtening crown of all I — 
If she liath these — true titles to tby beart — 
"VVliat doea abe lack tliat's title to tby band ? 
The Uivmo of lady, which is none of these, 
But may beiong witbout ! Thou inight'st do worae 
Than marry her. Thou wouldst, undoing her, 
Yea, by my mothcr's name, a sbamefui act 
Moat shamcfully performed ! 

Wai: {jtarting wp and äraieitiff,'} Sir J 

Nev. ^and Hie olher», inteifOfing.^ Gentlemen ! 

Trtte. AU'a rigbt ! Sit down ! — I will not draw agaiii. 
A Word with you : If — as a man— thou say st, 
TJpon tby bonoiir, I bave spoken wi'ong, 
rU aak thy pardon ! — though I never bolU 
Communion with thee more ! 

fVal. {aßer a pause, puiüng up Im mcord.'} My 
sword ia sheathed ! 
Wilt let me take tliy band ? 

True. 'Tis thine, good sir. 
And faater tiian hefore — A fault confess'd, 
Ia a new virtue added to a man ! 
Yet let rae own some blame was mine. A truth 
May be too barslily told — but 'tis a theme 

I am tender on — I bad a sister, BJr 

You underetand me ! — 'Twaa my bappiness 
To own her once — I would furget her uow! — 
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I have forgotten ! ~ I know not if she lives ! — 
Tliinga of such atr^n as we were speaking of, 
Spite of myself, remind me of her ! — So ! 

Wsp. Sit down ! Let'e liave more wine. 

Wild. Not so, good sirs. 
Partaking of your hospitahty, 
I have overlook'd good frienda I canie to visit, 
And who have late become aojourners liero — 
Old country friends and neighiionra, and with whoni 
I e'en take up my quartera. Maater Trueworth, 
Bear witness for me. 

Trm. It is eveo so. 
Sir William Fondlove and his charming daughter. 

fVild, Ay, neighbour Conatarce. Ciiarming, does 
he say ? 
Yes, neighbour Constance ia a charming girl 
To those that do not know her. If she plies ine 
As hard aa was her custom in the country, 
I shonld not wouder though, this very day, 
I aeek the honte I quitted for a month ! ^Aside. 

Good even, gentlemen. 

Hum. Nay, if you go, 
We all break np, and sally forth together. 

Wal. Be it so — Yoiir band again, good Master 
Trueworth ! 
I am sorry I did pain you. 

True. It is thine, sir. \_They go out. 



SCENE III._Ä> William Fondlove's House.- 
Ttoom. 
Enter Sir William Fondlove. 
Sir Wil. Ät sixty-two, to be in leading-strings, 
Is an old child — and with a daughter, too ! 
Her mother held me ne'er in check ao strait 
As she. I must not go but where she likes. 
Kor Bee but whom slie ükea, do anything 
But what she likea ! — Ä slut, bare twenty-one ! 
Nor mineea she commands ! — A hrigadier 
More cootly doth not give his otdera out 
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Tlian slie ! Her waiting-maid is aidc-ilc-camp ; 
3I7 stewavd ailjiitant; niy lacqiieys scrgeants ; 
Tliat bring me her higli ]>]easurü iiow I march 
And counter- march — wlien I'iii on duty — when 
I'nj uff — when suits it not to teil it mc 
Herself — " Sir Williani, tiiusmy mistress saya V 
As saying it were cnougli— no will of mino 
Coiisiilted ! I will marry. Must I serve. 
Better a wife, my mistress, tliaii a daugliter ! 
And yet the visen saya, if I do marry, 
I'll find slie'U rufe my wife, as well as ine 1 

AI), Maater Trueworth ! Weieonie. Master Tnieworth ! 
Tr/ir. Tiiauks, sit ; I am frlad to see you look so 

well ! 
Sir Wil. Ali, Maater Truewortii, when one turiis tiie 

iiiii, 

'Tis rapid going down ! We climb by steps ; 
By strideB we reach tlie botlom. I.üiik at nie. 
And giiess «ly age. 

Trm: Tumed fifty, 

Sir Wil. Ten years more ! 
Huw inarveliously weli I wear ! I think 
You wonld not ßatter mo ! — But Scan nie dose, 
And ]iryingly, as one wlio seeks a tliing 
Ifu means to find — Wbat signs of agc dost see '', 

Sir Wil. None abnnt tlie comers of tlie eyes ' 
Linea tliat divcrge like to tlie spider'a joists, 
Wliereon !ic builds liis airy fortalice 1 
Tliey call tliem crow's feet — has tlie «gly bird 
Been percliing there ? — Eh ? — Well ? 

Tille. Tliere'a sonietliing like, 
But not what one must see, uniess hc's blind 
Like steeplQ on a hiil. 

Sir Wil. [ßßer a pause.'] Your cyes are good 1 
I am Cürtainly a wonder for my age ; 
I walk as well aa ever ! Du I stoop ? 

Ti'Ui'. A plummet from yuur head would find vüur 
bctl. 
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Sir Wil. It is my make — my make, good Master 
Tnieworth ; 
I ilo not study it. Do you observe 
The hoUow in my back ? That's natural. 
As now I stand, so stood I wlien a child, 
A rosy, chubby boy! — I am youthful to 
A miracle ! My arm is firm as 'twas 
At twenty. Feel it ! 

Trm. \_feeUny Sm William's armJ^ — It is deal I 

Sir Wil. Oak— oak 
Isn't it, Master Tnieworth? Thnu liaat known me 
Ten Tears and upwards. Think'st my leg is ahrunk ? 

True. No. 

Sir Wil. Ko ! not in thc calf ? 

True. Aa big a calf 
Aa ever. 

Sir Wil. Tliank you, thank you — I believe it t 
When othera waate, 'tia growing time witli me ! 
I feel it, Master Tnieworth ! Vigour, sir, 
In every Joint of me ! — could run ! eould leap ! 
Wiiy shouldn''t I marry ? Knife and fork I play 
Better than iiiany a lioy of twenty-ÖTe — 
Why shouldn't I marry ? If they come to wine, 
My brace of bottlea can I carry home, 
And ne'er a headaehe. Death ! why shouldn't I marry? 

True. I See in nature do impediment. 

Sir Wil. Impediment ? she'a all appliances ! — 
And fortune's with me, too ! Tlie Widow Green 
Gives binta to me. The pleaaant Widow Green ! 
"Wliose fortieth ycar, instead of autumn, brings 
A aecond suinmer in. Odds bodikins, 
How young she looks ! What lifo is in her cyea ! 
What ease is in her galt ! while, aa ahe walks, 
Her waist, still tapering, takes it pliantly! 
How loUingly ahe bears her head withal : 
On this aide now — now that ! "When enters she 
A drawing-room, what worlds of gracious thinga 
Her curtaey says ! — ahe sinks with such a sway, 
Greeting ou either band the couipany, 
Then slowly rises to her state again ! 
She is the empreas of the card-table ! 
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Jlcr Imnd and arm !— Gods, did you see her deai — 
AVitli curvcd and iiliant Av-rist dispense t!»e pack, 
Wiiicli, at tlie touch of her fair fingers fly ! 
How soft she speaks — Imw very soft ! Her voice 
Cumes nielting from her round and sw-elling tliroat, 
Reminding you of sweetest, «lellowest tliings — 
Piums, peachea, apricots, and neetarines — 
"tt'liose bloom is poor to paint her checks and lips, 
By Jove, I'll niarry! 

Trite. You folget, Sir AViUiam, 
I do not know the lady. 

Sir TVil. Great your loss. 
By all the Gods I'll marrv- ! — b«t my daughter 
Jluat needs he niarried first. She rules my liouse ; 
"Wonld rule it still, and will not have me wed. 
A clever, handsome, darling, forward minx ! 
When I beeame a widower, the reins 
Her mother dropp'd she caught, — a hoyden girl; 
IS'iir since wonld e'er give up, liowe'er I strove 
To coas or catch theni froui her. One way still 
Or t'other she would keep them — langii, pout, plead ; 
Now vanquisli me with water, now with fire ; 
Wonld box my face, and, ere I well coitld ope 
lly mouth to chide her, stop it with a kiss ! 
The monkey 1 wliat a plague ahe's to me ! How 
I love her ! how I love the Widow Green ! 
Tme. Thcn marry her ! 
Sir Wil. I teil thee, first of all 
Must needs my daughter marry. 8oe I not 
A hope of that ; she nonght afilcts tlie sex : 
(.'omes saitor after snitor — all in vain. 
Fast as tliey bow she curtsiea, and says " Nav !" 
Or slie, a woman, lacks a woman's heart, 
Or hath a special taste nliich none can hit. 
True. Or taste, perha]«, which is already hit. 
Sir Wil. Eh !— how ? 
True. Remember von no country friend, 
Companion of her walks —her squire to cUurcb, 
Jler beau whenever she went visiting — 
Before alle canie to town ? 
.Vir WU. Nu ' 
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True. None ?— art sure ? 
No playmate whcn slie waa a. girl ? 

Sir Wil. ! ay ! 
That Master Wildrake I did pray thee go 
And wait for at tlie Inn, but liad forgotten. 
la he come ? 

True. And in tlie liouse. Some frienda tliat met liini, 
As he alighted, laid streng liands upoa liim. 
And made liim stop for dinner. We had eise 
Been earlier with you. 

Sir Wil. Ha ! I am glad lie is coiae, 

Trtw. She may be smit with bim. 

Sir Wil. Aa cat with dog ! 

True. He heard her yoice as we did mount tlie 

And darted strwght to join her. 

Sir Wil. You shall see 
What wondrous calm and harmoay take place, 
When fire meets gunpowder ! 

Con. [teithoiä.'] Who aent for you ? 
What made you come ? 

Wild. [jeitAout.'J To aee the town, not you ! 

Con. I vow ril not. 
Wild. I awear you shall. 
Con. A saucy cub ! I vow, I had as lief 
Your whippet-in had kiss'd nie. 
Sir Wil. Do you hear ? 
True. I do, Most pleasing discords ! 

Enter Cosstance and Wildräke. 

Con. Father, speak 
To neighbour Wildrake. 

Sir Wil, Very glad to see him ! 

Wild. I tliank you, good Sir Williara ! Give you joy 
Of your good looks ! 

Con. What, Phcebe !— Phcebe !— Fhcebe '. 

Sir Wil. What want'st thou with thy lap-dog ? 

Con. Only, Sir, 
To welcome neighbour Wildrake ! Wliat a figure 
To show himself in town ! 
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Sir Wil. Wilt hold tliy peacu ? 

Con. Yes ; if yoii'll lesson ine tu hold niy lau^ijtej-. 
Wildrake ! 

WUd. Well ? 

Com. Let me walk tlioo in thc Park— 
How tliey would stare at thcu ! 

Sir Wil. IVilt ne'er give o'ev ? 

Wild. Nay, Ict lier liavo her way— I hecd lier not ! 
Tliough to raore courteons welconie I liavc riglit ; 
Althoiigh I am nciglibour Wildrake ! Eeason is reason ! 

Con. And riglit is right ! so welcome, neighbour 
Wildrake, 
I am very, very, very glad to sce yon ! 
Come, for a quarter of au liour we'll e'on 
Agree togetlier ! How do votir borses, neighbour ? 

Wüd. Pshaw! 

Con. And your dogs ? 

Wild. Pshaw! 

Con. W'liipper-in and huiitsman ? 

SirWU. OoDVcrae of tliings tbou know'sttntalkabout ! 

Con. And koep him silent, father, wben I knnw 
He cannot talk of any other tbings i 
How does tby Imnter ? "Wliat a sorry trifk 
He play'd theo t'other day, to b.ilk bis leap 
And throw tbee, neighbour ! Did be balk tbo leap '! 
Confesa ! You sportamen never aro to blame ! 
Say you are fowlers, 'tis your dog'a in fault ! 
Say von are anglers, 'tis your tackle's wrong ; 
Say you aro fmiiters, wby tbe bonest bovau 
Tliat bearB your weigbt, iimst beav your bbmdors tim ! 
Wby, wbither go you ? 

WiU. Anywhere froni tbce. 

Con. Witli niu you niean. 

Wild. I mean it not. 

Con. You do ! 
I'll give you fifty reasons fort — atid ürst, 
Wbere you go, neighbour, I'll go ! 

\They ffo o!((— Wildrake j)M!sIiI;i — Consta.m.t. 
langhin ff. 2 

Sir Wil, Do you mark ? 
Mucb lovc U tbere 1 
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True. Indeed, aheap, ornone, 
VA wager on the lieap ! 

Sir Wil. Ay ! — Do you tliink 
These discords, as in the musicians' art, 
Are subtle aervitors to liamiony ? 
TItiit all tliis -war's for peace 1 This wrangling but 
A tnasquerade where love bis roguish face 
Conceala beneatli an ugly visor ! — "Well? 

Trae. Your guess and niy conceit are not a mile 
Apart. Unlike to other common flowera, 
The flower of love aliows various in the bud ; 
'Twül look a thiatle, and 'twill blow a rose ! 
And with your leavo I'll pnt it to the teat ; 
Affect myaelf, for thy fair daugliter, love — 
Make liim my confidant — dilate to him 
Üpon the gracea of her heart and «lind, 
Feature and form— that weE may comment bear — 
Till- — like the practised connoiaaeur, who finds 
A gern of art out in a honsehold picture 
The nnskill'd owner held so cheap he grudged 
Eenewal of the chipp'd and tamiah'd frame, 
But values row as priceless — I aronse him 
Into a quick aense of the wortU of that 
"Wliose merit hitherto, from lack of akill, 
Or duUing habit of acquaintanceship, 
He haa not heen awake to. 

Con. \jeitJiout.'\ Neighbour Wildrake ! 

Sir Wil. Hither they conie. I fancy well thy gamc ! 
O to be free to marry Widow Green ! 
I'fl call her hence anon — then ply him well. 

[^SiR William goes out. 

Wild, [wiithout.'] Nay, neighbour Constance ! 

True. He is high in storm. 

Euter Wildbake and Cokstancb, 

Wild. To Lincolnshire, I teil thee. 

Con. Lincolnahire ! 
What, prithee, takes thee ofFto Lincolnahire ? 

WUd. Too great delight in thy fair Company. 

True. Nay, Maater Wildrake, why away so soon ? 
You are acarce a day in town ! — Extremes [ike thia, 
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Ami Starts of jiurpose, arc tlie aigiis of luve, 

Thrnigii immatured a,s yot. [_Ao-ii/i'. 

Coli. He's long enough 
In towii ! What should he liere ? He's lost in town : 
No man is he for eoncerts, balls, or roiits ! 
No game he knows at cards, save raie Pope Joan ! 
He ne er conld niaster daiice beyond a jig ; 
And HS for mueic, notliiog to compare 
To tlie melodious yeljiing of a houad, 
Except tlie faraying of liis huntsman's hom ! 
Ask Mm to stay in town ! 

ÄiV Wil, ^jtithowl.'^ Hoa, Constancp ! 

Con. Sir!— 
Neighboup, a pleasant ride to Lincolnshire ! 
Gfood bye ! 

Sir JVil. [v:itliout.'\ "Why, Constance ! 

Coli. Coming, sir ! Sliake haada ! 
Neighbour, good bye ! Don't look so wo-begone ; 
'Tis but a two-days' ride, and tboii wilt see 
Rover, aad Spot, and Nettle, aud the reut 
Of tby dear country friends 1 

Sir Wil. ^witliovt.'y Constance ! I say. 

Con. Anon ! — Commend rao to tlie gentle smila. 
And pat tbem for me ! — Will you, neighbour Wildrako? 

Sir Wil. \w.ithout.'^ ^V^hy, Constance ! Constance ! 

Co». In a moment, sir ! 
Good bye ! — I'd cry, dear neighbour, if I could ! 
Good bye ! — Ä jileasant day when next you Imnt ! 
And, prithee, niind tliyhorse don't balk hia leap ! 
Good bye— and, aiter dinner, drink my healtb ! 
" A bnmper, sirs, to neighbour Constance !" — Do ! — 
And give it with a speech, wherein unfold 
My many graces, more acoomplisliments, 
And virtues topping either — in a word, 
How I'm the fairest, bindest, best of neigbbours ! 

\_Thei/ go mit severall^. —~Tiitsewortii tryhiff lo 
piicify WiLDRAKE — Constance laaghinff. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE l.~A Room in Sir Williams Hmise. . 

Enter Tbuewobth and Wildrake. 

Wild. Nay, niaster Trueworth, I must needa begone ! 
She treata me worsc and worae ! I am a stock, 
That words have none to pay her. For her sake 
I quit the town to-day. I like a jest, 
But hers aro jesta past bearing, I am her butt, 
She nothing does but practise on ! A plague '. — 
riy lier shafts ever your way ? 

True. Would tliey did ! 

Wild. Art mad ? — or wiahest she should drive theo 

True. Thou knoweat her not. 

Wild. I know not neighbour Constance ? 
Then know I not myself, or anything 
Whicli as myself I know ! 

True. Heigh ho ! 

Wild. Heigh lio ! 
Why wliat a bürden that for a man'a song ! 
'Twould fit a maiden that was aick for love- 
Heigh ho ! Come ride with me to lincolnahire. 
And tum thy " heigh ho !" into " hilly ho !" 

True. Nay, rather tarry thou in town with me. 
Men sometimes find a friend'a band of ayail, 
Wben «selesa provea tbeir own. Wilt lend me thine ! 

Wild. Or may my hors« break down in a steeple 
chaso ! 

True. A steeple cliase. "What made thee think of 
that? 
I'm for the steeple — not to ride a race, 
Only to get there ! — nor alone in sooth ; 
But in fair Company. 

Wüd. Tbou'rt not in love l 

True. Heigh ho ! 

Wild. Thou wouldst not many ! 
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Trm. Witli yoiir liolp. 

Wild. And y^hmn, I piithpe ? 

Trw:. Gentlo mistress Coiistanco 1 

Wüd. "Wliat !— neiglibour Constancc ?— Ncver <lici I 

That morfal man wouH fall in love witli bor. \_Ashl': 
In love witli neiglibour Constancc !— I fcel atraage 
At tLoiigbt tbat abe sboukl marry ! — \__Asule.~\ Cio to 

cliureii 
"Witli neigbbour Constance ! Tbat's a steeplo thasu 
1 never tbougiit of. I fucl very strango ! 
Wiat set'st in neigbbour Constance ? 

Truii, Lovers' cyea 
See witb a vis^ion proper to tltemselvcs, 
Tet tliousand eycs will Toucb wbat niine aÖinii, 
Pirst, tbeii, I .wo in ber tlit niould express 
Of woman — statiire, fcature, body, linib — 
Breathing tlic gentle sex we valuo tnesE, 
AVlien most 'tis at antipedos 



Wild. You nican tbat 


neiglibour Conatanco 


woman. 
Why, ycs ; slie is a woniar 
True. So mucb für perei 
Wbat sball wo liken toller 


1 certainly. 

in. Now für ber compb' 
dainty skiii ? 



r arm for instaiice ? — 

fTOrf. Snow will matcb it. 

True. Show ! 
It is bei arm witbout tlie smootiine;:*? im [ : 
Then ia not anow transparent ? 'Twill not ilo. 

Wild. A peari's transparent ! 

True. So it is, bnt yet 
Yields not elaatic to tlie tbrilled toueb 1 
I know not wbat to liten to her arm 
Except its beaiitcous fellow ! 0, to bo 
Tbe cbosen friend of two sncb neigbboiirs '. 

Wihl. Would 
Hia tungup woubl mako a ball. He makes tnfi fret 
Witli neigbbonr Constance ! C.iu'i; bc let her arm* 
Alonc ! I trnat tbeir cbosen friend 
Will iic'er be be ! Tm s-o^W. {AM- 

True. Kiit graccful tbinas 
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Grnw doiibly gracpfiil in the graceful use ! 
Hast inark'd licr cvcr walk the drawing-room ? 

Wild, lynappishl)/.'^ No. 

Trtte, No ! Why, wliere have tieen your eyes ? 

Wild. In my hcad ! 
But I begin to doubt if open yet. '[Asifk. 

True. Yet tbat's a trifle to the dance ; down whieh 
Slie floats as though she were a form of air ; 
The ground feels not ber foot, or teils not on't ; 
Her inovements are the painting of the straiD, 
Its awell, ita fall, its mirth, its tenderness ! 
Then is sho fifty Constances ! each moment 
Another one, and each, except its fellow, 
Witliout a peer ! You have dacced with her ? 

Wild. I Iiato 
To dance ! I can't endure to dance ! — Of courae 
Yoii ha¥e danced with her ? 

Trm. I have. 

Wild. You have? 

Tr>M. I have. 

Wild. I do aboniinatc to dance ! — Could carve 
Fiddlers and Company ! A dancing man 
To me was evcr like a dancing dog ! 
Save less to be endured ! — Ne'er aaw I one 
But I bethought me of the master's whip. 

True. A man might bear the whip to dance with her ! 

Wild. Not if I had the laying of it on ! 

True. Well ; Ict tliat pass. The lady is the tbeme. 

Wild. Yes ; make an end of it ! — I'ni sick of it. 

\Ande. 

True. How well alio plays the liarpsichord and harp ! 
How well she sings to tliem ! Whoe'er woold prove 
The power of aong, ahould hear thy neighbour sing, 
Especialiy a love song ! 

Wild. Does she sing 
Such songs to thee ? 

True. yes, and conatanüy. 
For such I evcr ask her. 

Wild. Forward minx ! [JsiVe. 

Maids shonld not sing love aongs to geiitienien ! 
Think'st neighbour Gonstance is a girl to love \ 
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True. A girl to love? — Ay, and witli all lier suiil ! 

Wild. How know you that ? 

True. I liave studied ciose tlie sex. 

WUd. You town-rakeä are the dcvil for t!ie sex ! 

Truf. Not your niost sensitive and serious niaid 
Vd alwajrs tatce for deep impressions. Mind 
The adage of the bow. The pensive hrow 
1 have oft seen bright in wedlock, and anon 
O'ercast in widowhood ; then briglit again, 
Ere half the season of the weeds wag out. 
Wliilo, in the airy one, l've known one cloud 
Foreninner of a gloom that ne'er clear'd v\i — 
So would it prove with neiglibour Constance. Not 
Ott superficial grounds she'l! ever love : 
But once she does, the odds are ten to oiü.' 
Her first love is her last ! 

Wild. I wish I ne'er 
Ilad come to towi 
Among my dogs a 
Thy passion to her r 

Trtie. Never. 

mi^l. Never? 

Truc. No. 
I lioped you'd act niy prosy tlicre. 

Wild. I thank you. 

Trtm. I knew 'twonld bo a plea 

Wild. Yes; 
A pleasure ! — an unutterable pleasure ! 

True. Thank you ! You niake my happiness your 

Wild. I do. 

True. I see you do. Dear Master Wildrake ! 
O, what a blessing is a, friend iu need ' 
You'll go and court your iieighboiir for nie ? 

WUd. Yee. 

Trae. Aadsayashe " nay"at first, you'll prcssan-ain. 

Wild. Ay, and again ! 

True. Tliere's one thing I niistruat— yca, iiiost 
Inistrust, 
That of my poor deserts ywü make too mucli. 



s a liappy man 

i [(WiV/e]. Hast thou broke 



e to yoi 
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IViU.. Fear anything biit that. 

True. 'Twere better far 
You BÜglitly spoke of theni. 

Wm. You think so ? 

True. Yes, 
Or rather di J not speak of them at all. 

Wild. You think so? 

True. Yes. 

Wild. Then I'll not say a word 
About them. 

True. Thank yo« 1 A judicious friend 
la better than a zealoua — You are both ! 
I see you'll plead my cause as 'twere your own ; 
Then atay in town, and win your neighbour for n 
Make me the envy of a 9coi;p of inen 
That die for her as I do.— Make her mine. 
And TOhen the last *' Amen !" deolar 
The niystic tying of the boly knot. 
And 'fore the priest a blushing wife she Stands, 
Bö thine the right to claim the second kiss 
She pays for cbange from maidenhood to ivifehood. 

IGoeiout. 

Wild. Take that thyself ! The first be mine, or none, 
A man in ]oTe with neighbour Constance I^Never 
Dream'd I that such a thing could come to pass ! 
Such person, such endowments, such a soul ! 
I never thought to ask myself before 
If she were man or woman ! Suitors, too, 
Dying for lier ! I'll e'en niake one among 'em ! 
Woo her to go to church along with him, 
And für my pains the privilege to take 
The second kiss ! I'U take tlie second kiss, 
And first one too — and last ! No man shall toueh % 
Her ups but me. I'll massacre the man 
That looks upon her ! Yet what chance have I 
"With lovers of the town, whose study 'tia 
To pleaae your lady heiles ! — who dreaa, walk, talk, 
To hit their tastes— what ehance, a cuuntry aquire 
Like me ? Yet your true fair, I have heard, prefers 
The man before his coat at any time, 
And sucli a one must neighbour Constance be. 
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I'ü Show a limb witli anv of tliem ! Silfcs 
I'U wear, iior kcc-p iiiy legs in case^ moru 
rU leam to dance tiiwn-dances, and frequcnt 
Tlieir concorts ! Die awav at «leUing strains, 
Or aeem to do so— far tliocasior tliinr,-, 
And as efFectivc rjuitc ; k'avo noiiüiiit iindonc 
To conquor nüiglilioiir Cimstancc. 

Enter Lawi. 

Lash. Sir. 

Wild. Well, sir. 

I-Msk. So please yoii, sir, your horso ia at the juor. 

WiW, Unsaddle him again and put liim up. 
And, liark you, got a tailur for me, sir — 
The rarcst can be found. 

Laah. The mao's below, sir, 
That owns the mare yoiir worship thought to Luy. 

WIM. Toll him I do not want her, sir. 

Lmh. I Yow, 
You will not find her liko in Lincolnshirt! . 

Wild. Go to ! She's spaviaM. 

Loik. Sir ! 

Wild. Touch'd in the wind. 

Lash. I trust xay master hi; not touch'd in tJio hcart ! 

I vow, a faultleas bcast ! 

Wild. I want her not, 
And that's your answer — Go to the hosier'«, sir. 
And bid Iiim send me saniples of his gcar, 
Of twenty different kinds. 

Lash. I will, wir. Siv ! 

Wild. ■Well, sir. 

h<isk. Squire Brush's huntsman's here, and sav.i 
His niaster's kennel is for sale. 

Wad. The dogs 
Are only fit for hanging ! 

Lash. Finer bred — 

Wild: Sirrah, if uiore to nie tbou talk'st of dogs, 
Horsea, or anght tliat to thy craft holungs, 
ThoQ niay'at go liang for mc !^A cordwainer 
Go fotch me straight— the choieost in thetown. 
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Away, sir ! Do tliy errands amart and well 

Aa thou canst crack tliy whip ! ^Lasii ^oe* out.'J Dear 

neiglibour Coiistance, 
I'Il give up liorses, dogs, and all fiir tliee ! [_Goes oicf. 



SCENF, IL 
Enfer Wiaow Ghben onrf Lydia. 

W. Green. Lydia, mygloves. If Master Waller calls, 
I sLall be In at tliree ; and say tlie same 
To old Sir William Fondlove. Tarry yet !— 
Wliat progcess tliink you make I in tlie lieart 
Of fair yoTing Master Waller ! Goda, my girl, 
It is a heart to wtn and man. aa well 1 
IIow specd I, think you ? Didst, as I desired, 
Detain him in my absence when he call'd, 
And, without seeming, aound Iiim toucliing me f 

Lydia, Yea, 

W.Green. Andaffectsheme,ornot? Howguesayou? 
"What Said he of me ? Look'd ho balk'd, or not, 
To find me not at liome ? Inquired he, when 
I would be back, as much he longed to see nie ? 
What did he~said he ? Come I— Is he in love, 
Or like to fall into it ? Goes well my game, 
Or ahall I have my labour for my poina ? 

Lydia. I think he ia in love, — O poor evasion ! 

to love trnth, and yet not dare to epeak it ! \_Ande, 
W. Green. You think he ia in love— l'm aure of it. 

As well bave aak'd you has he eyea and ears. 

And braitt and heart to uae them ? Maids do throw 

Trick aftcr trick away, hut widows know 

To play their cards ! How am I looking, Lydia ? 

Li/dia. E'en as you ever look. 

W. Green. Handsomc, my girl ? 
Eh ? Clear in my complexion ? Eh ? — briniful 
Of spirits? not too mnch of me, nor yet 
Too little ?— Eb ?— A woman worth a man t 
Look at mo, Lydia ! Wouid you credit, girl, 

1 was a acare-crow before marriage ? 
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Lydia. Nay !— 

W. Green. Girl, bat I teil tliee " yea." Tliat gown 
of tliine — 
And thou art slender — woiild liave Imno; aboiit me ! 
There'B somethiDg of me now ! good sooth, enougli ! 
Lydia, Tm quite eontented with myself; 
I'ni just tlie thing, metliinks, a widow shoiild be. 
So Master Waller, you believe, aflFecta me ? 
But, Lydia, not enougb to liook tlie fish ; 
To prove the angler"s skill, it must bu caught ; 
And luvevs, Lydia, like the aiigler'a prey — 
Whicli wlien he draws it near tlio landing-place 
Takes waming and runs out tlie slender iine, 
And with a spring perchance jerks off the hold 
"When we do fish for them, and hook, and think 
They are all but in the croel, will make the dart 
Tliat sets them free to roam the flood again I 

Lydia. Is't so ? 

W. Green. Tliuu'lt find it so, or better luck 
Than many anothei" maid ! Xow mark me, Lydia, 
Sir William Fondlove fancies me. 'Tis well ! 
I do not fancy hini ! What should I do 
With au old man ? — Attend upon the gout, 
Or tlie rlicuraatios ! Wrap me in the clotid 
Of a darken'd cliamber — 'stead of shining out, 
Tiie sun of balls, and routs, and gala days l 
But lie aflfectä me, Lydia ; so he may ! 
Now take a lesson from me — Jealouay 
Had better go with opon, naked breast, 
Than pin or button with a gom — Less plague, 
The plague spot ; that doth speedy make an end 
Ouo way or t'other, girl— Yet, never love 
Was warm without a spiee of jealonsy. 
Thy lesson now — Sir William Fondlove's rieh. 
And Hches, tbough they're paste, yet being many, 
The jewel love we often caat away for. 
I use him but for üfaster Waller's sake. 
Dost like ray policy ? 

Lydia. You will not chide me ? 

W. Green. Nay, Lydia, I do like to hoar thy thoiights, 
They are such novel things — plants that do thrive 
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Witli country air ! I marvel still tliey flower. 
And thou so long in town ! Speak freely, gir! ! 
Lydia. I cannot think love thrives by artifice, 
Or can disguise its mood, and show its face. 
I would not hide one portion of my lieart 
Where I did give it and did feel 'twas right, 
Nor foign a wish, to mask a wisH that was, 
Howe'er to keep it. For no cause except 
Myself would I be loved. What were't to me, 
My lover valned me the more, the more 
He saw me comely in another'a eyes, 
When his alone the vision I would sbow 
Becoming to ? I liave enuglit tlie rcason oft, 
They paiut Love as a cliild, and still have thought, 
It was because true love, like infancy, 
Frank, trusting, unobservant of its mood, 
Dotli sliow its wish at onco, and means no more ! 

W. Green. Thou'lt find out better wben tby time dotli 
oome. 
Now would'st beliebe I love not Master Waller ? 
I never knew wliat love was, Lydia ; 
That is, as your roniaoces have it. First, 
I married for a fortune. Having that. 
And being freed from him that brought it me, 
1 marry row, to please my vanity, 
A man that is the fashion. O the delight 
Of a Sensation, and yourself the cause ! 
To note the stir of eyes, and ears, and tonguea, 
When they do usber Mistress Waller in, 
Late Widow Green, her band upon the arm 
Of her young, handsome busband ! — How my fan 
Will be in reqnisition — I do feel 
My beart begin to flutter now — my blood 
To mount into my check ! My boney-moon 
Will be a mouth of triumphs ! — " Mistress Waller ! " 
That name, for which a score of damsels sigh. 
And but the widow bad the wit to win ! 
Why it will be tbe talk of East and West, 
And North and South ! — The children loved the man. 
And lost bim so — I liked, but tbere I stopp'd ; 
For wbat is it to love, but niiud and heart 
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And aoul upon anotlier to depend ? 
Depend upon another 1 — Notliing bo 
Büt what another wills ! — Give iip tlie riglits 
Of miue own hrain and licart ! — I thank my stara 
I nevercainc to that extremity! [^Goeg out. 

Lffdüi. Sbe never loved, indeed ! — Slie knows not lovu, 
Except wliat's told of it ! — Slie never feit it. 
To steni a torrent, easy, looking at it ; 
But cince you venture in, ynn notliing know 
Exoept the spccd witU wliicli you're borae away, 
Howe'eryou strive to clieck it. Slie auapects not 
Her maid, not slie, brings Master Waller liitber. 
Nor dare I undcceive her. Well might slie say 
Her yonng and bandsome Inisband ! Yet bis face 
And person are tbo loast of Iiini, and vanisli 
When sbines bis soul out tbrongb liis open eye ! 
Ho all but says lie loves me ! — Hia rcspect 
Has vanquisli'd mo ! He looks tbc will to sjieak 
His paasion, and tbc fear tbat ties bis tonguy — 
The fear ? — Ho lovea not bonestly ! — and yet 
I'Il swear be loves ! — I'll swoar be bonoura nie ! 
It is biit my condition is a bar, 
Denics bim give mc all. But knew be mc 
As I do know inysolf ! — Wjiate'er bia purpose, 
Wlien ncxt wo speak, be sbal! deelare it to me. 

lOoesout. 



SCENE III.— .V,V mUkim F'mdhrr^\ 
Eater Cokstasue, drtssedfor ridiiii/, aud Pn( 
Con. Well, Pbcebe, would you know mc 
tbose locks 
Tliat Cluster on -my forebead and my cbeek, 
Saificient mask ? Show I wbat I would seeni, 
A lady for the chaae ? My dnikenM brows 
And lieigliten'd eolour, foreign to my face, 
Do they my face paas off for stranger too ? 
Wbat think yuu ? 

Pkofhe. Tliat bo'II ne'er diseovcr yoii. 

Cm. Tben send bin to m« — say a lady \v,ini 
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To spoalt with liint — unlesa iiideed it be 
A man in iady'a gear — I look so bold 
Audspeaksogruff! Away ! £Pr<f.bk ^oes out. 2 That 

I am g!ad 
He stays in town, I own ; but if I am, 
'Tis only for tbe tricks I'U play upon bim ; 
And now begin — persuading him bis fame 
Hatb made nie fancy bim, and brougbt me liitber 
On Visit to hia worship. Soft ! Iiis foot ! 
rÄi^hc?— Wby, wbat has metamorpbosed him. 
And cbanged my aportsman to fine gentleman f 
Well he becomea liis clotbes 1 — But check my wonder. 
Lest I forget myself — Why, what an air 
The fellow hath ! — Ä man to set a cap at ! 

Enter APildrakb. 

Wild. Kind lady, I attend your fair commands. 

Con. My veiled face denies me justice, sir, 
Else would yoii see a maiden's blushing check 
Do penance for her forwardness, too late, 
I own, repented of. Yet if 'tia true, 
By onr own liearta of others we may judge, 
Mine in no pcril lies that'a sbown to you, 
Whose heart, I'm sure, is noble, Worthy sir, 
Souls attract souls, when thoy're of kindred Tcin, 
The life that you love, I love. Well I know, 
'Mongst tbose wbo breast tlie feats of the büld chase, 
You stand withont a peer ; and for myself 
I dare avow 'mong such, none follows them 
IVitli heartier glee than I do. 

WUd. Churl were he 
That wonld gainsay you, madam ! 

Con. ^^Curtsffinff.l What delight 
To back the flying steed, that cballengea 
The wind for specd ! — seema native more of air 
Tban earth ! — whose bürden only lends him fire ! — 
Whose soul, in liia task, turns labour into sport ! 
Wbo makcs yoiir pastime bis ! 1 sit bim now ! 
He takes away my breath .' — He makes me ree! ! 
I tüucb not eartb — I see not — hear not — All 
Is ecstacy of motion 1 
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fVild. You are usod, 
I see, to tlie cliase. 

Con. I am, sir ! Thcn tlic Icap, 
To aee the saucy barrier, and know 
The mettle that can clear it ! Thcn your time 
To prove you master of the inanage. Now 
You keep him well togetlier for a apace, 
Botli horse aod rider braced as you were one, 
Scanning tlie distance — tlien you give him rein, 
And let him fly at it, and o'er lie goes 
Light as a bird on wing, 

fVild. 'Twere a bold leap, 
I See, that turn'd you, madam. 

Con, [_Curfs>/inff.2 Sir, you're good ! 
And tlien the houiids, sir ! Notliing I admire 
Beyond the running of the well-tnwn'd pack. 
The training's everything ! Keen on the scent ! 
At fault none losing lieart ! — but all at work ! 
None leaving bis task to anotlier ! — answering 
The watciiful huntsman's caiition, check, or cheer, 
As steed bis rider's rein .' Away tbey go ! 
How dose tbey keep together ! — What a pack ! 
Nor turn, nor ditch, nor stream divides them — aa 
They moved witb one intelligetice, act, will ! 
And then tUe eoncevt tbey keep up ! — enough 
To make one tenant of the merry wood, 
To list their jocund music ! 

mU. You deacribe 
The huntsman's pastime to the life ! 

Con. I lovc it ! 
To wood and glen, liamlet, and town, it ia 
A laughing holiday! — Not a bill-top 
But'a then alive ! Footmen with horsemen vie, 
AU eartb's aatir, roused with the revelry 
Of vigour, hcalth, and joy ! — Cheer awakos cheer, 
While Echos mimic tongue, tliat never tires, 
Keepa up the hearty din ! Ea*;h face ia then 
Its neigbbuiir'a glas3 — where gladness Sees itself. 
And at the bright reflection, growa more glad ! 
Breaks intu tenfold mirth I — laughs like a cbüd ! 
Would make a gift of its heart, it is so free ! 
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■\Vould Ecarce accept a kingdom; 'tia so rieh ! 
Sliakes liands with all, and vowa it oever knew 
That life was life before ! 

Wild. Niiy, every way 
You do fair justice, lady, to the cliase ; 
But fancies «hange. 

Cow. Such fancy is not mine. 

iVild, I would it were not mine, for your fair sake. 
I haTe quite given o^er tlie chase, 

Con. You say not so ! 

Wild. Fovswom, indeed, the sportsman's life, and 
grown, 
As you may partly see, town gentleman. 
I care not now to mount a steed, unlesa 
To amhle 'long the strcet ; no paces mind, 
Except my own, to walk the drawing-room, 
Or in the ball-room to conje off with gra«e ; 
No leap for me, to match the light coupe ; 
No muaic Hke tho violin and harp, 
To which the huntsman's dog and hom I find 
Are somewhat coarae and homely minstrelay : 
Then fields of ill-dress'd rustics, you'tl oonfcss, 
Are well-exchanged for rooma of beaux and belies ; 
In short, I've ta'en another thought of life — 
Become another man ! 

Con. The cause, I pray ? 

Wild. The cause of causea, kdy. 

Co». He'sinlove! £_Asi.de. 

Wild. To you, of women, I would name It last ; 
Yet your frank bearing nierits like return ; 
I, that did Imnt the gaine. am caught mysclf 
In chase I never dream'd of '. ^Goes out. 

Con. He is in love ! 
Wildrake's in love ! 'Tis that teeps him in town, 
Tunis him from sportsman to town -gentleman. 
I aever dream'd tliat he eould he in love ! 
In love with whom ? — I'll find the vixen out ! 
What right has ahe to set her cap at, hiin ? 
1 Warrant me, a forward artfui minx; 
I hato him worse than ever.— I'll do all 
I can to spoii the match. Hell never marry — 
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Sure !ie wil! iiovcr marry l Ile will iiavc 

Mure setise tlian tliat ! My lack dutli (i|)e and sliut — 

My temples tlirob and slioot — I am cold aod liot ! 

Were be to marry, tliere woTild be an cnd 

To neigiibonr Constance — neigliboiir Wildrake — wby 

I sbould not fcnuw mysolf ! [^ Euler Trueworth. 

Dear niaater Trucwortb, 

\\'liat tbink you 1 — neigbbour "Wildrako ia in love ! 

In love ! — would yon believe it, ma&ter Truewottli '< 

Ne'er bet'd my dress and Icioks, but answor nie. 

Knijw'fit tbou <if any lady be bas accii 

Tiiat's like to cozen bim ? 

Tru'-. I am not siire— 
We taik'd to-day about the Widow Green ! 

Coli. Uerthat my father fancies. — Lct bim wcdlier ! 
Harry her to-nuirrow — if lie will, tü-night. 
I tan't spare nejglibotir Wildrake — neighbüur Wild- 

rake ! 
Altliuwgb I -would not marry liiin myscif, 
1 could not bear tliat otbec married bim ! 
<Tut() my father — 'tis a proper mateb ! 
He lias my leave ! He'a welcome to bring bonie 
Tlie Widow Greea. I'Il give ap house and all ! 
iSbe would be mad to marry neigbbour Wildrake ; 
)le would wear ont ber patience — plague ber to deatb, 
As be diiea nie.— Sbe ninst not marry bim ! 

IT/if^' .'!■• ■nn. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.~A Room in Widow Green's. 

Etiler Master W aller, ßilloviing Lydia. 
Wal. Biit tliou slialt liear me, gentle Lydia. 
Sweet maiden, thou art frighten'd a,t thyself ! 
Tliy own perfectiona 'tis that talk to thee. 
Thy beauty ricli ! — Thy richer grace ! — thy mind, 
More rieh again than that, thoiigh riclicst each ! 
Except for tliese, I liad no tongue for thee, 
Eyes for tliee ! — ears ! — had never follow'd thee ! — 
Had never loved thee, Lydia ! — Hcar mo ! 

Lydia. Love 
Shnuld seek its match. — No match am I for thee. 

l^al. Right ! Love should aeek its match ; am 
tliat ia, love 
Or nothing ! Station — fortune — find their match 
In thiDgs resembling them. They are not love ! 
Comes love (that subtle essence, without which 
Life were but leaden dulaess ! — wearineaa ! 
A plüdding tmdger on a heavyroad !} 
Comes it of title- deeds which foola may boast ? 
Or cofFers vilcat hands iiiay hold tlie keys of ? 
Or that ethereal lamp that lights the eyes 
To shed their sparkling lustre o'er the face, 
Gives to the velvet akin its blushing glow, 
And buras as bright beneath the peasant's roof 
As roof of palaced prince ? Ycs ! Lovo should seek 
Its match — then give my love its match in thine, 
Its match wliich in thy gentle breast doth lodge 
So rieh — 80 earthly, heavenly fair and rieh, 
As inonarcha have no tliought of on their thrones, 
Which kingdoms do bear up. 

Lydia. Wast thou a mouarch, 
Me wouldst thou make thy qiieen ? 

Wal. I would. 

Lydia. What !— -Pasa 
A princess by for me ? 
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fVa!. I would. 

Lifdia. Suppuse 
Thy 8ubjer:ta would prevont tlice ? 

fVal. Then, in äpite 
Ol them ! 

Lydia. Siippose tliey were too stmng für thee ? 

Wal. Why then, l'd give tliem up my throne— con- 

Witli tliat thou'dat yieid me in tliy gontle breast. 

Lydia. Can subjects Uo wliat inunarchs du ? 

Wal. Far iiiore ! 
Far less ! 

Lydia. Among those tliiugä, wliere niore their power, 
Is iiinrriaii;e one ? 

Wal. Yea. 

Lydia. And no part of lovo, 
You say, is rank or wealth ? 

Wal. No part of love. 

Lifdia. Is marriage part of love? 

Wal. At timea it is, 
At timea ia not. Men love and inarry — love 
And niarry not. 

Lydia. Then have tbey not the powur ; 
So niuat they hapless part with tliose they love. 

Wal. no ! not part ! IIow conld they love and 

Lydia. lIow conld they love not part, not free tu 

Wal. Alone in marriage doth not «nion lie ! 
Lydia. Alone where handa are free 1 — }-ea — 

Love that is love, bestoweth all it can ! 

It is protection, if 'tia anythiag, 

"VVliich notliing in its object leaves ex])oaed 

Its care can shelter. — Love that'a free to wed, 

Not weddiiig, dotli profane the name of love, 

Which is, Oll higti autliority to Earth'a, 

For Heaven did sit approving at ita feast, 

A holy tiiing ! — Why malte you love to me ? 

Women nhose hearts are free, by n.iture tender, 

Their fancicB hit by tliosu thoy are besouglit by, 
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Do first impresaions quickly — deeply take ; 
And, baik'd in their election, iiave been known 
To droup a whole life through ! Gain for a maid, 
A broken heart ! — to barter her young love. 
And find she changed it for a countetfeit ! 

Wal. If there is truth in man, I love thee ! — Hear ni 
In wedlück, faniiiies claim property. 
Old notioüs, which we needs must humour often, 
Bar US to wed where wo are forced to love ! 
Thoii hear'st ? 
Lydia. I do. 

tVal. My famiiy ia proud ; 
Our anceator, whose anns we bear, did win 
An earldom by hia deeds. Tis not enough 
I please myself ! — I must pkase otliers, who 
Desert in wealth and Station only s«e. 
Thou hear'st ? 
Li/dia. Ido. 

Wal. I cannot manry theo. 
And mnat I lose thee ? — Do not tum away ! 
Wtthout the altar I can honour thee ! 
Can chensh thee, nor swear it to the priest ; 
For more than life I love thee ! 
Lydta. Say thoa batest me. 
And 1 11 believo thee. — Wherein differs love 
From hate, to do the work of hate — destroy? 
Thy ancestor won title by bis deeds ! 
Was one of tliem, to teacli an honest maid 
The deed of sin — first steal her love, and then 
Her virtue ? If thy famiiy is proud, 
Mine, sir, is worthy ! if we are poor, the lack 
Of riohes, sb, is not tbe lack of shame ! 
That I should act a part, would raise a blnsh, 
Nor fear to burn an honest hrother's cheek ! 
Thou wouldst share a throne with me!— Tliou woiild 

rob me of 
A tbrone ! — reduce me from dominion to 
Base vassalage ! — pull off niy crown for me, 
And give my forehead in its place a brand ! 
Y(<u have insulted me. — To show you, sir, 
The heart you make so light of, you are beloved — 

VOL. II. Jl 
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But she tliat teils you so, teils you beside 

She ne'er beholds you more ! [_Goe0 out. 

Wal. Stay, Lydia!— No !— 
'Tis vain ! She is in virtue resolute, 
As she is blaiid and tender in affection. 
She 13 a miracle, beliolding wliicU 
IVonder doth grow on wonder ! — What a maid ! 
No mood but doth become her — yea, adom her. 
Siie turns unsightly anger into beauty ! 
Sour acom growa sweetness, touching her aweet lips ! 
And Indignation, lighting on her brow, 
Transfurms to brightness as the cloud to gold 
That oTerhangs the sun ! I loTo her ! — Ay ! 
And all the tliroes of serious paasion feel 
At tliought of losing her \ — so my light love, 
Which but lierperaon did at first affect, 
Her Soul has metaniorphosed — madea tbing 
Of solid thoughts and ivishes — I must have her ! 

Enter Wxdow Gbsien, unnoticed by ^Vallbh, who eanlmues 
abstracted. 

W. Green. What! — Master Waller, and contem- 
plative ! 
Presumptire proof of love ! Of me he thinka ! 
Kevolves tlie point " to be or not to be !" 
" To he ! " by all the triumphs of my sex ! 
There waa a sigh 1 My life upou't, that sigh 
If constnied would translate " Dear "Widow Green : " 

JVal. Enchanting woman ! 

JV. Green. Thatisl! — mostdoop 
Absttaction, sure concomitant of love. 
Now could I See hia busy fancy'a painting, 
How should I blush to gaze upon myself, 

Wal. The matchlees fomi of woman ! Tlie choice 
Of the aspiring artist, ■whoae amhition ^culling 

Robs Nature to ont-do her — the perfections 
Of her rare various worknianship combines 
To aggrandize hia art at Nature's cost. 
And make a paragon j 

W. Green. Gods ! how be draws me ! 
Soon as ho scea me, at my feet ha falls ! 
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Gor>d Master Waller ! 

IVal. Ha! The Widow Green! 

TV. Green. He is confouDded 1 — So am I. dear ! 
How catcbing is emotion. — He can't speak ! 

beautiful confusion ! Amiable 
Escess of niodesty with passion struggling ! 
Now comes he to declare himself, but wants 
The courage. — I will help him. — Master Waller! 

Enter Sir William Fondlove. 

Sir. Wü. Dear Widow Green ! 

JV. Green. Sir William Fondiove ! 

Wal. Tliank 
My Jucky stars ! \_Atide. 

JV. Green. I would he had the gout. 
And kept his room ! [^^Amde.'] You're welcome, dear 

Sir WiUiara ! 
'Tis very, very kind of you to call. 
Sir William Fondiove— Master Waller. Pray 
Be seated, gentlemen. — He ahall reqaite me 
For his untimely \-i9tt. Thoogh the nail 
Be driven home, it may want clinching yet 
To make the hold complete! For that I'll use him. 

^Aside. 
You're looking monatrons well, Sir William ! and 
No wonder. You're a mino of happy spirifs ! 
Some women talk of such and such a style 
Of features in a man, — Give me good humour; 
That lights the homeliest vtsage up with beauty, 
And makea the face, where beauty is already, 
Quito irresistible ! 

Sir Wü. That'a hitting hard. [Aside. 

Dear Widow Green, don't say so ! On my life 
You flatter me. — You almost make me bluah. 

W. Green. I durat not tum to Master Waller now, 
Nor need I. — I can faucy how be iooks ! 

1 Warrant me lie acowls on poor Sir William, 
As he could eat him up. — 1 will improve 

His discontent, and so make aure of him. ^Aside. 

I Satter you, Sir William ! 0, you men ! 
You men, that talk so meek, and all the while 
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Do know SO well yoiir power ! Who would think 
You lud .1 marriageable daiighter ! You 
I)id marry very yoiing. 

Sir Wil. A bny !— a boy ! 
Who knew not his own niind. 

W. Green. Your daughter's twenty. 
CoTiie, you at leaet were twenty TOhen you married ; 
That makea yoii fortv. 

Sir Wil. O deav { Widow Gn.-en. 

W. Green. Not forty ? 

Sir Wil. You do quite embarrass nie ! 
I own I have the feelinga of a boy, 
The freBiinesB and the glow of spring-time yet, — 
The relisk yet fot my young school-days" Sports ; 
Could whip a top — could shoot at taw — conld play 
At prison-bars and leap-frog, so I might — 
Not with a limb, pertiaps, aa supple, but 
IVitli qnite as supple will. — Yet I confeaa 
To more than forty ! 

W. Green, Do you say so? Well, 
I'll never guess a man's age by hia iooks 
Again. - Poor Master Waller ! Ile must writhe 
To hear I think Sir William !s so yonng. 
l'U tum his Visit yet t() more acconnt. {^Aside. 

A handsonie ring, Sir Wüliam, that you wear ! 

.Sir Wil. Pray look atit. 

W. Green. The mention of a ring 
Wil! take away his brcath. 

Wal. She must be mine 
Whate'er her terms ! \_Aüde. 

IV. Oreeti. I'll stea! a look at him ! 

Wal. What! tliough it be the ring ?— tlie marriage 
If that she sticks at, she deservca to wear it ! [ring ? 
0, the de!>ate which love and prudence hold ! [Aaidc. 

W, Grae». Howhighlyheiswroughtnpon! — Hishands 
Are clench'd I — I warrant me hie frame doth shakc ! 
Poor Maater Waller ! I have fiU'd his heart 

Brimful with passion for me The delight 

Of proving tlins mv power ! 

Sir Wil. Dear Widow Green !— 
■Sho hears not ! IIow tlie ring liatli set her thinking ! 
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l'll try and make her jealous [twiife.] — Widow Green ! 

fV. Green. Sir 'William Foodlove '< 

Sir Wil. Would you think that ring 
Could teil a story ? 

W. Green. Could it ? Ah, Sir WiUiam ! 
I fear you are a rogue. 

Sir Wil. no ! 

W. Green. You are ! 

Sir Wil. No, on my honout ! 'Would yoa like to liear 
The Story of tbe ring ? 

W. Green. Much, — Terymuch. 

Sir Wil. Think'st we may venture draw our cliairs 
apart 
A little more from Master "Waller. 

W. Green. Yes. 
He'U bring it to a scene ! Dear — dear Sir William, 
How much I am obliged to him ! A scene ! 
Gods, we sball liave a scene !— Good Master Waller, 
Your leave I pray you for a minute, while 
Sir William says a word or two to me. 
He durst not trust bis tongue for jealousy ! ^Aside. 
Now, dear Sir William. 

Sir Wil. Yo« must promise me 
You will not tUink me vain, 

W. Green. No fear of tbat. 

Sir Wil, Nor given to boast. 

W. Green. ! dear Sir William ! 

Sir Wil. Nor 
A flirt ! 

W. Green. O ! wbo would talce you for a flirt ? 

Sir Wil. How very kind you are ! 

W. Green. Go on, Sir William, 

Sir Wil. TJpon my life, I fear you'U think me yain ! 
I'm cover'd with confusion at tbe thought 
Of what I've done. 'Twas very, very wrong 
To promise you tbe story of tbe ring ; 
Men sbould not talk of such things. 

W. Green. Such as what ? 
Ab ladies' favoura ? 

Sir WH. 'Pon my life, I feel 
As I were like to sink into tbe earth. 
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IV. Green. A lady then it was gave you tlie ring > 

Sir fVil. Don't ask me to aay yes, but only scan 
Tlie insido of the ring. How mucli she's moved, [^Aiide. 

Wal. They to eacli other Company enougU ! 
I, Company for uo one but myself. 
ril tako my leave, nor trouble tbem to pay 
Thecomplimentsofpartrag. Lydia '.Lydia! [_GoesouL 

W. Green. Whaf s Iiere 1 " Ellza ! "—So it was a Sady ! 
How woDdrously does Master IValler bear it. 
Ho aurely will not hold miicli longet out. \_Äside. 

Sir William ! Nay, look up ! Wliat cause to cast 
Your eyes upon the ground ? What au it were 
Alady? 

Sir Wil, You're not angry ? 

W. Green. IS'o ! 

Sir Wil. She k. 
I'll take the tone sbe speaks In 'gainst the word, 
For fifty crowns. I have not told you all 
About the ring ; tliough I would sooner die 
Than play the bri^gart ! — yet aa truth is truth, 
And told by halvcs, may from a simple thing, 
By miaconstrud,ion, to a monater grow, 
I'll teil the whole truth ! 

fV. Green. Dear Sir William, do ! 

Sir Wil. The lady was a maid, and very young ; 
Nor ihere in justice to her must I stop, 
But aay that she was beautiful as young. 
And add to that that she was leamed too, 
Almoat enough to win for her that title, 
Our aex, in poor conceit of their own merita, 
And narrow spirit uf monopoly, 
And jealousy which gallantry eschews, 
Do give to women who assert their right 
To minds aa weli as we. 

W. Green. What ! a blue atocking? 

Sir Wil. I see — She'ü come to calüng names at bist. 
[^Aside. 
I sliould offend myself to quote the tcrm. 
But to retum, for yet I have not done ; 
And further yet may go, then progress on 
That sho was yoimg, that she was beautiful. 
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A wit and learned are nouglit tu wliat's to oome — 

She had a heart ! 

fV. Green. Jjcho duritiff SiR W.'s xpeech has tumed 

"WTiat, Master Waller gone ! ^Ande. 

Sir Wil. I say she had a heart — 

W. Green, {ßarting «p— 8iR William also.'] A 
plague Hpon her ! 

Sir Wil. I knew she would break out ! {_Andi',. 

W, Green. Here, take the ring. 
It has ruin'd me ! 

Sir Wil. I TOW thou hast no cause 
For anger ! 

W. Green. Have I not ? I am «ndone, 
And all about that bauble of a ring. 

Sir Wil. You're right, it is a bauble. 

W. Green. And the minx 
Tliat gave it thee ! 

Sir Wil. You're right, she was a minx. 
I knew she'd come to calling names at last. [A^de. 

W. Green. Sir William Fondlove, leave me. 

Sir Wil. Widow Green ! — 

W. Green. You have undone me, sir ! 

Sir Wil. Don't say so ! — Don't ! 
It was a girl — a chlld gave me the ring ! 

JV. Green. Do you hear me, sir ? I bade you leave 

Sir Wil. If Cme. 

I thought you were so jealous. 

JV. Green. Jealous, sir 1 
Sir William ! quit my house. 

Sir Wil. A little girl 
To make you jealous ! 

W. Green. Sir, you'll drive me mad ! 

Sir Wil. A child, a perfect cliild, not ten years old ! 

W. Green. Sir, I would be alone, sir ! 

Sir Wil. Young enough 
To dandle still her doli ! 

W. Grem. Sir William Fondlove ! 

Sir Wil. Dear Widow Green ! 

W.Green. I bäte you, sir! — Deteatyou! — Neverwiah 
To See you more I You have ruin'd me ! — Undone me ! 
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A blighted life I wear, and all throngli you ! 
The fairest liopps that ever wuman nourisli'd 
You've canker'd in the very blowing ! bloom. 
And sweet destroy'd, and nothing left nie, but 
The melancholy stem. 

Sir Wil. And all about 
A little slut I gavc a rattio to ! — 
"\Vould pester me for gingerbread and comfits ! 
A little roguiah feigning ! — A love triek 
I pla/d to prove yowr lovo ! 

W. Green. Sir William Fondlove ! 
If of my own house you'll not suffer me 
To be the mistress, I will leave it to you ! 

Sir Wil. Dear Widow Green ! The ring 

W. Green. Confound the ring, 
The donor of it, thee, aad everything ! [^Goes out. 

Sir Wil. She ia over head and ears in love with me. 
She's mad witli love ! There'a love and all its aigna ! 
She'a jealous of me imto very death ! 
Poor Widow Green ! I Warrant she is now 
In tears ! — I think I hear her sob ! — Poor tliing, 
Sir William ! Sir William ! Yon have raised 
A furious tempcst ! Set your wita to work 
To turn it to a calm. Ko queation that 
She lovea me ! — N"one then that she'll tako me ! So 
l'tl have the marriage aettlements made out 
To-morrow, and a special licence got. 
And marry her the next day ! I will make 
Quick work of it, and take her by aurprise! 
Who but a widower a widow's match ; 
What could sho aee witli eise but partial eyes 
To gueaa me only forty ! I'm a wonder ! 
Wliat ahall I pass for in my wedding auit ! 
I vow I am a pnzzle to myaeif, 

As well as all the world besides Odd'a life ! 

To win the heart of buxom Widow Green ! \^Goeg out. 

Widow Green re-enters with Lvdia. 
W. Greeii. At last the dotard'sgone ! Fly, Lydia, fly, 
This letter bear to Maater Waller straight ; 
Quick, qnick, or I'm undonc ! Ileis abused. 
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And I miist undeceive liim — own my love, 

And hcart and hand at his disposal lay. 

Aiiswer me not, niy girl — Obey me ! Fly. [_Goes out. 

Lydia. Untowardly it falls ! — I had reaolved 
This hour to toll her I must quit lier Service ! 
Go to liis house ! I will not disobey 
Herlaat commands! — I'lHeave it at tbe door. 
And as it closes on nie tliink I take 
One more adieu of Ulm ! — Hard deatiny ! X_Goet out. 



SCENE 11.—^ Rootn in. Sir miUamS. 
Enter Constance. 

Con. The booby ! He must fall in love, indeed ! 
And now he'a noiiglit but sentimental looks 
And sentenoea, pronounced 'twixt breath and voice ! 
And attitudes of tender languishnient 1 
Nor oan I get from bim tbe name of ber 
Hatb tuin'd him from a stock into a fool. 
He hems and haws, now tittors, now looka grave ! 
Begins to speak and halta ! takes off bis eyes 
To fall in eonteraplation on a chair, 
A table, or tbe ceiling, wall or floor ! 
I'Il plague bim worae and worse ! O here he comea ! 
Enter Wildrake. 

Wild. Despite her apiteful iisage I'm resolved 
To teil ber now. Dear neigbbouc Constance ! 

Con. Fool! 
Äccost me like a lady, sir ! I hate 
The name of neighbour ! 

Wild. Mistreaa Constance, then — 
I'll call thee that. 

Con. Don't call me anytbing ! 
I hate to hear tbce speak — to iook at thee, 
To dwell in tbe aame bouae witb tbee! 

Wild. In what 
Have r offended ? 

Con. "Wbat ! — I hate an ape ! 

Wild. An ape ! 
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Con. "Wlio bade thee ape the gentlemati ? 
And pnt on dress that don't belong to tlieo ? 
Go ! uhange tliee with tliy wliipper-in or huntsman. 
And none will doubt tliou wearest tliy own clothes. 

JVild. A pretty pass '. Mock'd for the very dress 
I bought to picasure her 1 Untoward thingg 
Are women ! [_Aiide. Walk» fxxehcards OMdforwarcU. 

Con. Do yo« call that Walking ? Pray 
What Hittkes you twist your body so, and take 
Sncli pains to tum your toes out l If yon'd walk. 
Walk thus ! walk like a man, aa I do now ! [ Walking.'] 
Is yours the way a gentlemati sbould walk ? 
You neither walk like man nor gentloman ! 
I'll show you how you walk ^nümiekinff kim.l Do 
yo« call that Walking ? 

Wild. My thanks, for a drill-sergeant twice a day 
For her sake ! \_Asi'k. 

Con. Now, of all things in the world, 
What made you dance last uiglit ? 

Wild. What made mc dance ? 

Con. Eiglit ! It was anything but dancing ! Steps 
That never oame from dancing- seh ool — nor English, 
Ifor Scotoh, nor Irish ! — You must try to eut, 
And how you did it 1 []Cm(»,] Tliat's the way to cut ! 
And then your chasse ! Thus you went, and thus 

[jmimieldng him^ 
As tbough you had been playing at hop, step, 
And Jump ! — And yet you look'd so monstrous pleased. 
And play'd the simpleton with snch a grace, 
Taking the tittering for compliment 1 
I could liaTe box'd you soundly fort. Ten times 
Denied I that I knew you. 

WHä. Twenty guineas 
Were better in the gutter tlirown than goue 
To fee a dancing-maatcr ! [_Ande. 

Con. And you're grown 
An amateur in mustc ! — Whatfine au- 
Was that you praised last night ? — " The Widow 

A country jig they'yo turn'd into a aong. 
You ask'd " if it had comc from Italy ?" 
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The ladj- blusli'd, and held her peace, and tlien 

You blusli'd and said, " Perliaps it came fron» France !" 

And then when bluah'd tlie lady more, nor spoke, 

You Said, " At least it came from Germany!" 

TheMr wasEnglish!— atrue Englishair; 

A downright English Mr ! A common ait, 

Old as " When Good King Arthur." Not a Square, 

Court, alley, street, or lane, about the town. 

In which it is not whistled, play'd, or sung ! 

But you must have it come from Italy, 

Or Germany, or France. — -Go home ! Go home \ 

To Lincolnshire, and mind thy dog and hörn ! 

You'U never do for town ! " The Widow Jones" 

To come from Italy ! Stay not in town, 

Or you'Il be married to tlie Widow Jones, 

Since you've foreswom, you say, the Widow Green ! 

And morn and night they'll din your ears vrith her ! 

" Well met, doar Master Wildcake. — A fine day ! 

Pray, can you teil whence came the Widow Jones ?" 

They love a jest in town ! — To Lincolnshire ! 

You'Il never do for town ! — To Lincolnshire ; 

" The Widow Jones" to come from Italy ! [_Goeg out. 

Wild. Confound the Widow Jones ! 'Tis true ! 
The air 
Well as the Imntsman's triple mort I know, 
But knew not then indeed, 'twas so disguised 
With shakes and flourishes, outlandish things, 
That mal, not grace, an honest English song ! 
Howe'er, the mischief's done ! and as for her, 
She is either into hate or madness fallen. 
If madness, would she had her wits i^ain, 
Or I my heart ! — If hate — My love's undone ; 
rU gire her up. I'U e'en to Master Trueworth, 
Confess my treason — own my punishmenl — 
Takeliorse, and back agaia to Lincolnshire! [Goesont. 

Con. [rettirning.'] Not here ! I trust 1 have not 
gone too fer ! 
If he should quit the honse ! Go out of town ! 
Poor neighbour Wildrake ! Little does he owe me ! 
From ohildhood I've heen used to plague him tlins. 
Why would he fall in love, and spoi! it all ! 
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I feel as I could ery ! He has no riglit 
To marry any one ! Wliat wants he witli 
A wife ? Has lie not plague cnougli in me ? 
"Would hc be plagued with any body eise ? 
Ever since I have lived in town I bave feit 
The want of neighbouv Wildrake ! Not a soul 
Besides I care to quarrel with, and noiv 
He goea and gives hiniaelf to another ! — What ! 
Am I in love with neighbour Wildrake ? — No. 
I on!y woiild not have liim marry— marry ! 
Sooner I'd have hiin dead than have him marry ! 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—A Room in Master Wallm-'s Houee. 

Euter Alice, liantUy. 
Alice, [ßpeaking to tite out8lde.'\ Fly, Stephen, to the 
door ! yoBV rapier ! quick ! — 
Our master is beset, becauae of one 
Whose part he takes, a maid, whoin lawless men 
Would iawlesaiy entreat! In what a world 
We live ! — How do I shakc ! — with wbat address 

[Lookin'j out ofieindnw. 
He lays ahout hiui, and bis other arm 
Eogaged, in charge of her whom he defends ! 
A damsel worth a broil ! — Now Stephen, now ! 
Take ofF the odds, hravc lad, and turn the stale 1 
I wouM I were a swordsman! How hc niakes 
His rapier fly ! — Well done ! — Heaven, there's blood, 
But on the side that's wrong !— Well done, good 

Stephen ! 
Pray Heaven no life be ta'en ! — I>ay on, brave lad ! 
He haa marked his man again ! Good lad — Well done, 
I pray no misciiief come !— Press on him, Stephen ! 
Now givca he ground— FolJow thy advantage up I 
Alluw no pauso forbreath ! — Ilit bim again ! 
Forhid it end in deatb ! — Lounge liome, good Stephen ! 
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How fast he now retreats ! — Tliat spring, I'll swear, 
"Was answer to thy point ! — Well fenced ! — "Well fenced ! 
Kow Heaven forefend it end in deatli ! — He flies ! 
And irom hia comrade, the same moment, hath 
Our master jerk'd Ina swovd.— The day ig ours ! 
Qnick may tliey get a aurgeon for their woiinds. 
And I, a cordial for my flutter'd apirita : 
I vow, Fm nigh to swoon ! 

fVal. [wt(Äo«(.]— Hoa ! Alice! Hoa! 
Open the door ! Quick, Alice ! Quick ! 

AIms. Anon ! 
Young joints do take no tliought of aged ones, 
But ever think them supple as themselves. 

Wal. Alice! 

Alice, ^opening the dMr.~\ l'm here ! A mercy ! — Is 
ahe dead ? 

Enfer Masteb Waller, hearing Vvvia, fainting. 
Wal. No ! — She but faints — A chair ! — Quick, Alice, 
quick ! 
Water to bathe her templea. QALioB^oe« oul.'J Such a 
Did fortune never do me ! Shall I kisa [^tura 

Tolife these frozen lips?— No !— Of her plight 
'Twere baae to take advantage. ^Alice returns, <^e.] 

All is well, 
The blood retuma. 

Alice, How wondrous fair she is ! 
Wal. Thou think'st her so? — No wonder then 
should I. [_Ande. 

How aay you ? — Wondrous fair? 

Alice. Yea ; wondrous fair ! 
Harm uevet come to her ! So aweet a thing 
'Twere pity were abused ! 
Wal. You think her fair ? 

Alice. Ay marry ! Half so fair were more than 
inatch 
For forest she e'er saw mine eyea before ! 
And what a form ! A foot and instep there ! 
Vouchers of symmetty ! A little foot 
And riaing instep, from an ankle arching, 
A palm, and that a little one, niight span. 
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Wal. Who tauglit thee thiis ? 

Alwe. Vfhy who, but lier, tauglit theo ? 
Tliy mother ! — Hcaven rest her ! — Thy good mutlier '. 
She coiitd read men and women by their liands 
And feet ! — And here'g a liand ! — A fairy palm ! 
Fingers that taper to the pinky ti])3, 
With nails of rose, like shells of such a hue, 
8611111111^ vi-itli pearl, you pick upon the shore ! 
Save theae the gloaa and tint do wear witliout, 

IVal. Why, liow tlio« talk'st ! 

Alice. Did I not tcU thee tlius 
Thy mother used to talk ? Such hand und foot, 
She would say, in man ov woman vpuciied for nature 
High tempcr'd ! — Soi! for sentiment refined ; 
Afiection tender; apprehensiun quick — 
Degrees beyond the generality ! 
There ia a marriage flnger ! Curse the hand 
Would baJk it of a ring ! 

JVal. She's quite restorcd, 
Leave «s ! — Why cast'st thou that uneasy look ? 
Wliy linger'st tliou ? I'm not alone with her. 
My honour'a with her too, I would not wrong her. 

Alice. And if thou would'st, thou'rt not thy motber's 
son. [G(«s üM(. 

Wal. You are beUer l 

L^dia. Hucli ! — Much ! 

fVai. Know you him who durat 
Attempt thia violence in open day ? 
He seem'd as he would force thee to hia coaoh, 
I saw attending. 

L^dia. Take this letter, air. 
And send the anawer — I must needs be gone. 

Wal. \jkrowmg t!te letter awai/.'} 1 read no letter ! 
Teil me, what of him 
I saw offend thee ? 

Lydia. He hath often met me, 
And by deaign I think, upon the atreet, 
And tried to win niine ear, which ne'er he got 
Save only by enforcement. Presents — gifts — 
Of jowola and of gold to wild amount, 
To win an audience, hath be proffered me ; 
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Until, methought, Tay ailence — for my Ups 
Disdwn'd reply wliere question was a TOTong — 
Had wearied him. 0, air! whate'er of Ufe 
jßemains to me I had foregone, ere proved 
The horror of thia liour ! — and you. it is 
That have protected me ! 

Wal, O speak not on't ! 

Lydia. You tliat have saved me from mine enemy — 

Wal. I pray you to forget it. 

Lydia. From a foe 
More dire than he that putteth Ufe ia peril — 

Wal. Sweet Lydia, I beseech you spare me. 

Lydia. Wo ! 
I wiU not spare you. — You have brought me safety, 
You whom I fear worse than that baleful foe. 

IRim to go. 

Wal. \_Kneeling and »natehing h^r hand.~\ Lydia ! 

Lydia. Now, make thy bounty perfect. Drop 
My hand, That poature which dishonours thee, 
Quit ! — for 'tis ahame on shame to show respect 
Where we do feel disdain. Throw opo thy gate 
And let me paas, and never seek with me, 
By look, or speech, or aught, commnnion morc ! 

Wal. Thou said'st thou lovedst me ? 

Lydia. Yes ! when I believed 
My tongue did take of thee it3 last adieu. 
And now that I do know it — for be sure 
It never bida adieu to thee again — 
Agaiii, I teil it thee ! Release me, sir ! 
Riae ! — and no hinürance to my will oppose, 
That would bc free to go. 

Wal. I cannot lose thee '. 

Lydia. Thou canst not have me '. 

Wal. No! 

Lydia. Thou canst not. I 
Repeat it, — Yet I'm thiue — thine every way, 
Except where honour fencea ! — Honour, sir, 
Not property of gentle blood alone ; 
Of gentle blood not always property. 
Thon'lt not obey me. Still enforcest me ! 
what a contradiction ia a man ! 
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"Wliat in anotlier lie one moinont spurns, 

Tlie next— he docs liiniseif complatently ! pife ? 

fVal, "Would'st liave me lose tlie liand tliat liolils my 

Lpdia. Hear me and keep it, if thou art a man ! 
I love tliee— for tliy benefit would give 
The labour of tliat band ! — wear oiit my feet ! 
Rack the mvention of my niind ! tlie powers 
Of my heart in one volition gather up ! 
My life expend, and tliink no more I gave 
Than lie wlio wins a priceleas gern für tlianke ! 
For stich good-will cnnst tliou retiim me wrong ? 

Wal. Yet, for a while, I cannot let thee go. 
Propound for me an oath tliat I'll not wrong tliee '. 
Anoath, which,ifl break it, dotl) eiitail 
Forfeit of earth and heaven. I'll take it — so 
Thou stay'st one hour with me, 

Lydia. No ! — Not one momont ! 
Unhand nie, or I sliriek .' — I know the summons 
"Will pierce into the street, and set me free ! 
I stand in peril wliile l'm near thee ! She 
"Who knowB her danger, and delays escape, 
Hatli but liersclf to thank, whate'er befals ! 
Sir, I may have a woman's weakness, but 
I have a woman's resolution, too. 
And tbat's a ■woman'a strength ! One moment more ! 

Wal,. Lo ! Thou art free to go ! 

\Jluei, and throte» himgelf dktractedly into a chair. 
Lydia approaehmthe dvor — herpace aladcen» — 
ahe pames mth her hand upon tke lock — tumi, 
midlooks eamestlff oti Walier. 

Lydia. I bavc a word 
To say to tbee ; if by tby mother's honour 
Tho« sweat'st to me thou wilt not quit thy seat. 

Wal, I swcar as thou propound'st to me. 

Lydia, [öfter a pause, hurttinff into tears.] why — 
Wliy have you iised me thus ? See what you've done ? 
Essay'd to light a guilty passion up. 
And tindted in its stead a holy one ! 
For I do love tbee ! Know'st thoti not the wish 
To find dfsevt dotli bring it oft to sigiit 
Wiiere yet it is not ? so for substance passes 
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Wliat only is a pliantasm of our minds ! 
I fear'd thy love waa guilty — yet niy wish 
To find it honest, stronger than my fear, 
My fear with fatal triumph overthrew ! 
Now hopD and fear give up to certainty, 
And I miist fly thee — yet must love thee still ! 

Wal. Lydia ! by all 

Lydia. I pray you hear nie out ! 
Was't riglit ? was't gcnerous ? was't pitiful ? 
One way or otlier I might be undone : 
To love with sin — or love without a hoje ! 

Wal. Yet hear me, Lydia ! 

Lydia. Stop ! Vm undone ! 
A maid without a heart — robb'd of the soil 
Wlierein iife's hopes and wishes root and spring, 
And thou the Spoiler did me so mucli hate, 
And Vüw'd me so mucli love ! — but I forgive tliee ! 
Yea, I do bless thee ! 

\_Rushing up and linking at kisfeet. 
Recollect thy oatb \ — 

Or in tliy heart lodged never germ of honour, 
But 'tis a desert all ! 

\_Ske kisaes hia hand — pretaea it to her heart, and 
kissea it again. 
Farewell then to thee ! [_Riaes, 

May'st thou be bappy ! ^Goin^. 

Wal. WouWst enaure the thing 
Thou wisbest I 

[^She moves toieards the door icilk a gesture thcU 
prohiUu fartker eonverae. 
Stop ! [She eordinuet to move <m- 

stemly resolute ! £She still »u)De». 

1 niean thee honour ! ^She atopa rnid tum» toiearda him. 

Thou dost meditate — 
I know it— flight, Give me some pause foi thought, 
But to confirni a mind almost «lade up. 
If in an hour thou hear'st not from me, then 
Think me a friend far better lost than won ! 
Wiltthou do this? 

Lydia. I will. 

Wal. An hour dccides. [_They go out severally. 
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SCENE II. — A Roomin SirWiliiam Fondhve's Houge. 
Enter Wildbake and Trubworth. 

fVild. You are not angrj' ? 

True. No ; I knew the aervice 
I sent you on was one of dongcr. 

JVild. Thank you. 
Most kind you are — And you belicTe slic lovea me ; 
And your own hopea give up to favour mine. 
"Was ever known such kindness ! Mucli I fear 
'Twin cost you. 

True. Never mind ! I'U try and bear it. 

Wild. Tliat's right. No uae in yielding to a tliing. 
Resolve doea wonders. Shun the sight of her — 
See other women, Fifty to be found 
As fair as she. 

Trw. I doubt it. 

iVild. Doubt it uot. 
Doubt nothing that gives promise of a eure, 
Right handsomc dames there are in Lancashire, 
Whence call'd their womcn witches ! — witching things ! 
I know a dozen families in which 
You'd meet a courtesy worthy of a bow. 
I'Il give you letters to them. 

Trm. Will you t 

Wild. Yes. 

Trw. Tlie worth of a disinterested friend ! 

Wild. Master Trueworth, deeply I'm your debtor ! 
I own I die for love of neighbour Constance ! 
And tliou to give her up for me ! Kind friend ! 
What won't I do for tbee ! — Don't pine to death ; 
I'll find tUee fifty waya to eure thy passion, 
And make thee heart-whole, if thou'rt si 
Thou shalt be master of my Spotting stud. 
And go a Imating. If that likes theo not, 
Take up tliy quarters at my shooting lodge ; 
Tliere is a cellar to't — make free with it. 
ril thank thee if thou emptiest it, The son 
Gives out tliat wine feeda love — it drowiis it 
If tliou wilt neither hunt nor shoot, try gami 
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Play at loggats, bowls, fives, dominoes, drauglits, crib- 
Backgammon — special receipts for love ! C^'''S^> 

And you believe, for all tlie hate ahe aliows, 
That neighbour Constance loves nie ? 

True. 'Tia my tliought. 

Wild. How shall I find it out? 

Trite. Affect to love 
Another. Say yonr passion thrivea ; the day 
Is fixM, and pray her iindertake the part 
Of bridemaid to your bride, 'Twill bring her ont, 

Wild. You think she^U own her passion ? 

True. If ahe loves. 

Wild. I tUank thee ! I will try it ! Master True- 
What shall I say to thee, to give her up, Qworth, 

And love her so ? 

True. Say nothing. 

Wild. Noble friend ! 
Kind friend ! Instmot another man the way 
To win thy mistrsss ! thou'lt not break my heart ? 
Take my advice, thou shalt not be in love 
Ä month ! Frequent the play-houae ! — walk the Parka ! 
m thiDk of fifty ladies Üiat I know, 
Yet can't remember now — encUanting ones ! 
And then there's Lancashire ! — and I have friends 
In Berkshire and in Wiltshire, that have swarnia 
Of daughters ! Theu my shooting lodge and stud ! 
ru eure thee in a fortnight of thy love ! 
And now to neighbour Constance — yet almost 
I fear accosting her — a hundred times 
Have I esaay'd to break my mind to her, 
But still she atops my mouth with restless scorn ! 
Howe'er, thy scheme I'll try, and may it tbrive ! 
For I am aick for love of neighbour Constance. 
Farewell, dear Master Trueworth ! Take my connsel — 
Conquer thy passion ! Do so ! Be a man ! ^Goes out. 

True. Feat easy done that doea not tax ourseives ! 

Enter Ph(ebe. 
Phäsbe. A letter, sir. [Goes out. 

True. Good sootb, a roaming one t 
And yet slow traveller. This should have reached nie 
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In Lombardy. — The liand. ! Give way, weak seal, 

Tliy feeble let too strong for my inipatience ! 

Ha ! Wrong'd ! — Let me contain myself !— CompelVd 

To fly the roof tliat gave Iier birtli !— My siater ! 

No partner in her flight biit her pure honour ! 

I am again a brother, — Pillow, board, 

I knownot tili I find her. 

Enlfr IFALtE». 

WW. Master Trueworth ! 

True. Ha ! Master Waller ! Welcome, Master 
Waller. 

iVal. Good Master Truewortb, thank you. Finding 
From honie, I e'en made bold to follow you, Cy'"^ 

For I DStcem you as a man, and fain 
Would benefit by your kind Offices. 
Bnt let me teil you first, to your reproof, 
I an) indebted more than e^er I was 
To praise of any other, T am eome, sir, 
To give you evidence I am not one 
Who owns adTice is right, and acta not on't. 

True. Pray you explain. 

fVal. Will you the bearer he 
Of tliis to one haa cause to thank you, too, 
Though I tbe larger debtor ? — Read it, sir. 

True. {reading the letter."]^ "At morn to-morrow I 
will make you mine. 
Will you aecept from me the namo of wife — 
The namc of husband give nie in exchange ?" 

Wal. How say you, sir ? 

Trite. 'Tisboldly — noblydone! 

Wal. If she consents — which afFectation "twere 
To fiay I douht— bid her prepare for church. 
And you ahall act the father, sir, to lier 
You liid the brother by. 

True. Eight willingly. 
Though matter of high moment I defer, 
Mind, heart, and soul, are all enlisted in ! 

Wal. May I implore you, haste ! A time ia set ! — 
How liglit an act of duty niakes the heart ! 

^They go out togetker. 
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SCENE in.— Anoth€r Chamber i 
Honte. 



Consta NCE dUcovered. 
Con. Y\\ pine to deatli for no man ! "Wise it wert 
Indeed, to die for neighbour Wildrake — No ! — 
I kiiow the duty of a woman better — 
"What fita a maid of spirit ! I am out 
Of patience witb niyaelf, to oast a, tliought 
Away upon him. Hang hini ! Lovers coat 
Nought but the pains of hiring, I'll get fifty, 
And break the heart of every one of thcm ! 
I will ! I'll be the champion of my sex, 
And take revenge on shallow, ftckle man, 
Who giveg hia heart to foola, and alights the worth 
Of proper women ! I suppoae ahe's handsome ! 
My fiice 'gainst hera, at hazard of mine eyes ! 
A maid of mind ! I'll talk her to a stand, 
Or tie iny tongue for life ! A maid of soul 1 
An avtful, managing, diaaembling one ! 
Or sho had never canght liim — he'a no man 
To fall in love himaelf, or long ago 
I Warrant he had fall'n in love with me ! 
I hate the fool — I do. Ha, here he oomea. 
What bringa him hither. Let me dry my eyes ; 
He must not see I have been crying. Hang him, 
I have ranch to do, indeed, to cry for him ! 

Enter Wilfib-ikb. 

Wild. Your aervant, neighbonr Conatance. 

Con. Servant, sir ! 
Now what, I wondcr, comea the fool to say, 
Makes him look ao important ? 

Wild. Neigiibour Constance, 
I am a liappy man. 

Con. What makea you so ? 

Wild. A thriving auit, 

Con. In Chancery ? 
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mid. Oll, no ? 
In love. 

Coti. 0, true ! You're in love ! Go on ! 

Wild. Well, as I aaid, my suit's a tliriving one. 

Con. You mcan you are Leloved again ! — I don't 
Believe it. 

fVild. I can give you proof. 

Co7i. What proof? 
Love-lettera ? Slie'a a aliameless maiJ 
To write them ! Can ahe spcll ? Ay, I auppose 
With prompting of a dictionary ! 

Wild. Nay, 
Without one. 

Cmt. I will lay you ten to one 
She cannot spell ! How know you she can spell ? 
You cannot spei! yourself ! Yuu write comniand 

T-Vith a Single M C— 0— M— A— N— D : 

Yours to Co-mand. 

Wild. I did not say slie wTote 
Love-letters to nie. 

Cm. Then ehe suffers you to press 
Her liaud, perliaps? 

Wild. She does. 

Con. Does she preas yours ? 

Wild. She does. — It goos on swimmingly I [_Jside. 

Con. She doea ! 
She is no modest woman ! I'U be bouud, 
Your arm the madam suffers round her waiat ? 

WiUl. She does ! 

Cirn. She does ! Outrageous forwardncss ! 
Does she let you kisa her ? 

Wüd. Yes. 

Ccni. She should be — 

Wild. What ? 

Con. 'What you got thriee your sharu oC when at 
school. 
And yet not half your diie ! A brazen face ! 
More could not grant a maid about to wed. 

Wild. She is so. 

Cm. What? 
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Wild. IIow swimmingly it goes ! [_Aride. 

Cun. (_!Vilk tuppressed impalimce.'} Are you aboiit 
to marry, neighbour Wildrake ? 
Aro you about to marry ? 

fViid. Excellent. [_Atide. 

Con. [Breakinff out.^ Wliy don't yon anawer me ? 

Wild. I aro. 

Con. You are — 
I teil you what, sir — You're a fool ! 

Wild. For what? 

Con. You are not fit to marry Do not know 
Enough of the ■wotld, sir ! Have no more esperience, 
Thouglit, judgment, than a school-boy ! Have no mind, 
Of your own— your wife will make a fool of you, 
Will Jilt you, break your heart. I wiali she may, 
I do ! You have no more buainess witli a wife 
Than I have ! Do you meanto say indeed 
Yoit are about to marry ? 

Wild. Yes, indeed. 

Con. And when ? 

Wild. I'U say to-morrow ! [_Aside. 

Con. When, I say ? 

Wild. To-morrow. 

Con. Thank you : much beholdeo to you ! 
You've told me on't in time ! I'm very much 
Bcholden to yon, neighbour Wildrake ! Aod, 
I pray you, at what liour ? 

Wild. That we have left 
For you to name. 

Con. For me ! 

Wild. For you. 

Con. Indeed, 
You're very bonntiful! I ahould not wonder 
Meant you I sbould bc bridemaid to the lady ? 

Wild. "Tia just the thing I mean ! 

Con. {^Furionsli/.'] The thing you mean I 
Now pray you, neighbour, teil me that again. 
And think bcfore you speak ; for much I doubt 
You know what you are sa)^^g. Do yon mean 
To ask nie to be bridemaid ? 
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mid. Even 90. 

Con, Eridemaid ? 

JVild. Ay, bridetiiaid ! — It ia Coming fast 
Untoahead, [Asiilt 

Coii. And 'lis für nie you wait 
To fix tlie day ? It shall be doutnsday tlien ! 

fVild. Be docinisday ? 

Con. Dooinsday ! 

Wild. Whercfore dooinsday? 

Con. [Bowes hhn.'^ "WliereFote ! — 
Go ask your bride, and give lier tliat from me. 
Look, neighbüur Wildrake ! you may think this atrang« 
But don't misconstrue it ! For you are vain, sir ! 
And may put down for love what comea froni hate. 
I should not wonder, thouglit you I was jealous ; 
But I'm not jealous, sir ! — would not be so 
IVherc it was worth my while — I pray hencefortli 
We may be strangers, sir — you will oblige me 
By going out of town. I should not like 
To ineet you on tbe street, sir. Marry, sir ! 
Marry to-day ! The sooner, sir, the better, 
Aud may you find you liave made a bai^ain, sir. 
As for tlie lady ! — much I wish her Joy. 
I pray you send tne no bridc-cake, sir ! 
Nor gloi'es— If you do, I'll give them to my maid ! 
Or ihrow them into the kennel — or thc fire. 
I am your most oLedient servant, air ! ^Goe* uu 

iVild. Shi; is a riddle, solve her he wbo cau ! 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I.—Ä Room in Sir William Fondloees. 

SiB William seated mth two Lawyers. 

Sir WU. How many words you take to teil few thinga 
Again, again say over what, said once, 
Metliinka we're told enough ! 

First Lawyer. It is the law, 
Which labours at precision. 

Sir WU. Tes ; and thrives 
lipon uncertainty— and matea it, too, 
With all its pains to shun it. I could bind 
Myaelf, metliinks, with but the twentieth part 
Of all this cordage, sirs, — But every man, 
As tbey say, to hia own business. You think 
The settlement is handsome ? 

First Lawyer. Very, eir, 

Sir WU. Then now, sirs, we have done, and take 
my thanks, 
Whicli, with your charges, I will render you 
Again to-morrow. 

First hamyer. Happy nuptials, sir ! 

^Lawyers (/o UMf. 

Sir Wil. Who passes tbere ? Hoa ! send my daughtei- 
tome, 
And Maater Wildrake too ! I wait for them. 
Buld work ! — Without her leave to wait upon her. 
And ask her go to church ! — 'Tis taking her 
By atorm. What eise could move her yestetday 
Bat jealousy ? What causeth jealousy 
But love ? She'a mine the monient she receives 
Conclusive proof like this, that heart and soul. 
And mind and peraon, I am all her own ! 
Heigh ho ! These soft alarms are very aweet, 
And yet tormenting too ! Ha ! Master Wildrake, 

Enter Wildkake. 
I am glad you're ready, for I'm all in arnis 
To bear the widow off. Come ! Don't be aad ; 



db,Google 



2ö5 THE LOTE-CIIASE. 

All must go merrily, you know, to-day ! 

yiie atiil dotli bear hini liard, 1 sec ! Tlic girl 
A&ects him not, and Truewortli iä at fault, 
Tliougli clear it is tliat !ie doth die for her. [ J^iifc. 

"WcH, daughter — So I sw yuu're ready too. 

Enter Constance. 
W'liy, what's amisa with tliee? 

Phcebe. \_Eiitering.'^ Tlie coacli is liere. 

Sir Wil. Come, Wildrake, offer her your ann. 

Con. [iTo Wildrake.] I tliank yoii ! 
I am Dot au invalid !— can use my liinbs ! 
He knows not liow to niake an arm befits 
A lady lean npoii. 

Sir Wil. Why, teach liim tlien. 

CoH. Teatli him ! Teacli Master Wildrake ! Teacli, 
indeed ! 
1 taught my dog to beg, liecauae I knew 
Tliat he could learn it. 

Sir Wil. Peace, tliou little ahrew ! 
I'll have no wrangUng on iny wedding-day I 
Heve, take my arm. 

Con. I'll not ! — I'll wallt alone ! 
Live, diö alonu ! I do abominate 
The fool and all his sex ! 

Sir Wil. Again ! 

Con. I have düne. 
When do you niarry, Master Wildrake ? Slic 
Will want a husbaiid goes to church with thee ! 



SOENE II. — Wiihw Green'« Dreswiff-r 



fV. Oremi. bond of deatiny! — Fwr bond, that seal'st 
My fate in happinesa ! — l'U read thee yet, 
Afraio — althougU thou'rt written on my heart. 
But here his band, inditing thee, did lie ! 
And this the traciiij- of his fingurs ! So 
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I rearl thee that could rhyme tliee, as my prayera ! 

" Jt morn lo-morrov! I will make you mine. 

Will t/au (Kceptfrom. me tke name ofwife — 

The name of kusband give me in exchcem/e f " 

The traitress ! to break ope my bilfet-doux, 

And take the envelupe \ — But I forgive her, 

Since slie did leave the rieh Contents behind. 

Amelia, give this featiier mure a slope, 

That it ait druoptngJy. I would look all 

Diasolveinent, nonght about me to heapeak 

Boldneaa ! I would appear b. timid bride, 

Trembling upon the verge of wifehood, as 

1 ne'er before had stood there ! Tliat will do. 

Oh dear! — how I am agitated — don't 

I look so ! I have found a secret out, — 

Nothing in womeu strikea a man so much 

As to look interesting ! Hang this cheek 

Of mine ! It is too saucy ; what a pity 

To have a colout of one's own ! — Amelia ! 

Could you contrive, dear girl, to bleach my cheek, 

How I would thank you ! I eould give it theo 

What tint I clioae, and that should be the hectic 

Bespeaks a Iieart in delicate commotion. 

.1 am much too florid ! Stick a rose in my haxe, 

The brighteat yo« can find, "twill lielp, my girl, 

Subdue my rebel eolour — Nay, the rose 

Doth lose complesion, not my cheek ! Exchange it 

For a camatioD. That's the flower, Amelia ! 

You See how it doth triumph o^er my cheek. 

Are you content with me ? 

Amdia. I am, my lady. 

W. Green. And wliither, think you, haa tlie hussy 
gone, 
Whoae place you fill so well ? — Into the country ? 
Or fancy you she stops in town ! 

Amelia. I can't 
Conjecture. 

W, Green. Shame upon her 1 — Leave her place 
Without a moment'a waroing — with a man too ! 
Seem'd he a gentleman that took her henee ? 

Amelia. He did. 
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Amelia. Never. 

W. Green. Not lounging on jte othcr aide 
Of the Street, and reeonnoiteving the Windows ? 

Ämelia. Never. 

W, Gr^en. 'Twasplaim'dbylctter. Notes, you ki 
Have often come to lier — Biit I forgive lier, 
Since this advice ahe clianeed to leave behind 
I )f gentle Master "Waller 8 wislies, wliich 
I bless niyself in blessing ! — Gods, a knock ! 
"Tis be ! Show in tbose ladies are so kind 
To act my bridemaida for me on tliis brief 
And agitating noticc, [Amelia ^oe« om(.] Ycs, I 
A bride sufficiently ! And tliis tbe band 
Tliat gives away my liberty agiuo. 
('pon my life it is a pretty band, 
A delicate and sentimental band I 
No Jotion equals gloves ; no woman knows 
'Fite iiSO of tbeni tliat doea not sleep in tbem ! 
My neck liath kcpt its colour woudroualy ! 
Well ; after all it is no miracle 
That I slioutd win tjie lieart of a young man. 
My bridemaids come, ob dear ! 

Enter t'iv Ladies. 

First Lady. How do you ? A good morning tu 
— Poor dear, 
How mucb you are affectcd ! Wliy we thouglit 
You ne'er would siimmoii ua. 

W. Green. One takcs, you knoiv, 
Wben one is flurried. twice tbe time to dress. 
My deara, has either of you salts ? I tbank you ! 
Tbey are excellent ; the virtue's gone from minc, 
Nor thougbt I of renewing tbem. — Inde<'d, 
I'm nnprovided qiüte for this affair. 

First Lady. I tbink tbe bridegroom's come '. 

W. Green. Don't say so ! How 
You've made my heart jump ! 

First Lady. As you sent for u.", 
A new-lanncb'd earriage drove up to tbe door : 
Tbe scrvants all in favünr?. 
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W. Green. 'Pon my life, 
I never ahall get tlirougli it ; lend nie your liand. 

^Hal/rises, and tkrows herseif lack ott her chair 

I must sit down again ! There came juat now 
A feeiing like to swooning over me. 
I am sure before 'tis ovcr I shall makc 
A fool of myself ! I vow I thought not half 
So much of my first wedding-day ! I'U make 
An effort. Let me lean opon your arm, 
And give me youra, my dear, Amelia, mind 
Keep near raa with the smelling-bottle. 

Servant. \_Enterif^.'] Madam, 
The bridegroom's conie. \_Gocs out. 

W. Green. The brute bas knock'd me down ! 
To holt it Qut so ! I had started less 
If he had fired a cannon at my ear, 
How shall I ever manage to hold up 
Till all js done ! I'm tremor, head to foot. 
You can excuse me, caii't you ?— Pity me ! 
One may feel quecr upon one'a weddiüg-day. 

\^Thei/ gaoiit. 



SCENE THE LAST.— ^ DratBinff-Roorn. 

Enter Semants, showing in Sir William Fondlove, 

CoNSTANCB, and Master Wildrakb — Servants go out 

again, 

Sir Wil. \_Aiide to 'Wiidrakb.] Good Master 
"Wildrake, look more cheerfiilly ! — Come, 
You do not honour to my wedding-day. 
How briak am 1 ! My body moves on Springs ! 
My stature givea no inch I throw away ; 
My supple jointa play free and aportfully ; 
I'm every atom what a man should be, 

Wild. I pray you pardon me, Sir "William ! 

Sir. Wil. Smile, then. 
And talk, and rally me ! I did expect, 
Ere half an hour had pass'd, you would have put me 
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A dozen times to the blush. Witliout sucli tliing^, 

A bridegroom knowa not liis own wcdding-dixy. 

I See ! Her looks are glosaaiy to tbioe, 

Siie flouta tbee still, I marvel not at tbee ; 

Tiiere 8 timnder in that cloud ! I would to-day 

It wouid disperse, and gatber in the morniug. 

I fear nie mucb thoii know'st not bow to woo. 

I'l! give tbee a lesson. Ever tbere's a way, 

Hiit knows one liow to tnke it ! Twenty men 

Ilave cöiirted Widow Green. Wlto lias her now ? 

I sent to advertise her that to-day 

T nieant to marry her, SliD woiildn't opon 

My noto. And gave I up ? I tnok the way 

To luake her love me ! I did send again 

To pray bcr leave my daugbter should be bridemaid. 

Tliat letter too came back. Did I give up ? 

I took the way to make her love nie ! Yet 

Again I ijcnt tu ask what church she vlioso 

To marry at ; my note canie back again ; 

And did I yet give np ? I took tbe way 

To make her love me. AH the while I found 

She was preparing for the wedding. Take 

A liint froiii me ! Slie comes ! My fiuttering heart 

Givus note the empress of its realma is near. 

Now, Master Wiidrakc, mark and team from me 

How it behovea a bridegroom play bis part. 

Enter Wmow Green, ^upporfed by her Bridemaid^, und 
Jbllotiied by Amelia. 

W. Green. I cannot raise my eyes — they cannot bear 
Tlie beama of liis, wbicli, like the sim's, I feel 
Are on me, tbough I see tliem not enligbteniag 
Tlte heaven of bis young face ; nor dare I scan. 
The brigbtness of bis form, which symmetry 
And youth and beauty in enriching vie. 
He kneela to me ! Now growa my breathing thick, 
As though I did await a seraph's voice, 
Too rieh for mortal ear. 

Sir Wil. My gentle bride ! 

W. Green. Who's tliat l wbo ^peaks to me ? 

Sir Wil. Theae transports check. 
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Lo, an example to mankind I set 
Of aniorous eniprise ; and who should tlirive 
In iove if not Love's soldier, who doth prcss 
The doubtful aiege, and will not own repulse. 
IjO ! here I tender thee my fealty, 
To live thy dutcous slave. My qiieen thou art. 
In frowna or smiles, to give me life or deatli. 
Oll, deign look down upoa nie ! In thy face 
Atone I look on day; it ia my sun 
Most bright ; the wliich denied, no sttn dotli risc. 
Sliine out «pon me, my divinity ! 
My gentle "VVidaw Green ! My wife to bo ; 
My Iove, my iife, my drooping, blushing bride ! 
W. Green. Sir William Fondlove, you're a fool ! 
Sir Wil. A fool ? 

JV. Green. Why come you bither, sir, in trim like tliis ? 
Or rather why at all ? 

Sir mi. Why come I hitlier ? 
To marry thee ! 

W. Green. The man will drive me mad ! 
Sir William Fondlove, I'm but forty, sir, 
And you are sisty, seventy, if a day ; 
At leaat you look it, sir. I marry you ! 
When did a woman wed her grandfather ? 
Sir Wil. Her brain is tiirn'd 1 
W, Green. You're in your dotage, sir. 
And yet a boy in vanity ! But know 
Yourself from me : you are old and ugly, sir. 
Sir Wil. Do you deny you are in Iove with me ? 
W. Green. In Iove with thee ! 
Sir Wil. That you are jealoua of me ? 
W. Green. Jealous ! 
Sir Wil, To very lunacy ! 
W. Green. To hear him ! 

SirWü. Do you forget what happen'd yesterday ? 
W. Green. Sir William Fondlove !— 
Sir Wil. Widow Green, fair pjay ! — 
Are you not laughing? Is it not a jest ? 
Do you believe me seventy to a day f 
Do I look it ? Am I old and ugly ? Wlty, 
Why do I aeo those favours in tlie hall, 



•dby Google 



27 a THE LOTE -CHASE. 

These ladies dress'd aa brideniaids, tlioe as tiridc, 
l'nlesa to marry ine ? \^Knoci:. 

IV. Green. He is Coming, sir, 
S!ial! answer you for nie ! 



Entei- Walleb, ii<ilh Gentiemen ai 

Wal. Where is she ? What ! 
Ali that bespeaks the day, escept tUe fair 
That's queeii of it ? Most kind oi you to grace 
My iiiiptials so ! But that I rendet you 
My thanks in füll, make füll my happiuesä. 
And teil mo wliere's my bride ? 

fV. Green. She's liere. 

Wal. Wbere? 

W. Green. Herc, 
FfÜE Master 'Waller '. 

Wal. Lady, do not mock me. 

W. Green. Mock thee ! My heavt is stranger to sucli 
mood, 
'Tis aerious teudemess and duty all. 
I pray you mock not me, for I do strive 
With fears and soft emotions, that require 
Snpport. Take not away my little strengt^, 
And leave mc at the mercy of a feather. 
I am thy bride ! If ^tis thy happiness 
To tliink me so, believe it, and be rieh 
To tby raoat boundless wishes ! Master "Waller, 
I am thy waiting bride, the Widow Green ! 

Wal. Lady, no widow is the bride I seek, 
But one tho ehurch has never given yet 
Tlie nuptial blcssing to ! 

W. Gremt. Wliat mean you, sir ? 
Why come a bridegroom here, if not f o me 
You sued to be your bride ? Is this your hand, sir ? 
{ßhomififf letter. 

Wal. It is ! address'd to your ffur waiting-maid. 

W. Green. Jly waitiag-maid I The laugh is passiug 

And now the tum is yours, sir. She is gone ! 
Eloped ! ruft off ! and with the gentlemau 
That brouglit your bilJet-doiix. 
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Wal. Is Trueworth false ? 
He must be false. What madiiess tempted nie 
To trust him with such audience as I knew 
Must senae, and raind, and soul of man entrance, 
And leave him but the power to feel its spell \ 
Of hia own lesson he would profit täte, 
And plead at once an honourable love, 
Supplanting mine, less pure, refovmed too late ! 
And if he did, what merit I, escept 
To lose the maid I wouid have wrongly won, 
And, had I rightly prized her, now had wom ! 
I get but ray deservings 1 

Enter Trueworth, leadirig in Lydia, riehhj dressed, and 

veiledfrom head tofoot. 
Master Trueworth, 

Though for thy treaehery thou hast excuse, 
Thou must acconnt for it, so much I luae ! 
Sir, you have wrong'd me to amount bcyond 
Acres, and gold, and life, which mafees them rieh. 
And compensation I demand of you. 
Such as a man espects, and none but one 
That's lesä than man refuses ! "Where's the maid 
You falsoly did ahstract? 

Trm. I took her hence, 
But not by guile, nor yet enforcement, sir, 
But of her free will, knowing what she did. 
That, as I found I cannot give her back, 
I owa her State is changed, but in her place 
Tliis maid I offer you, her Image far 
As feature, form, complexion, nature go ! 
Resemblance halting only there, where thon 
Thyaelf didst pause, condition, for tbis maid 
Is gcntly born and generously bred. 
Lo ! for your fair loss, lair equivalent ! 

Wal. Show me another aun, another earth 
I can inhabit, as this Sun and Earth ; 
As thou didst take the maid, tbe maid herseif 
Give back ! herseif, her soIe equivalent ! 

True. Her soIe equivalent I offer you ! 
My sister, sir, long counted lost, now found, 
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Wlio fled her liomc unwelcome baads to 'acapi' 
Wliich a lialf-fatlier would have forced upon lii;r, 
Taking advantagc of lier brothei's abseiice 
Away on travel in a diatant land ! 
Roturn'd, I mias'd her ; of the caiise received 
Invention, coward, falsa and criminating ! 
And gave her up for lost, but hapiiily 
l>id find her yesterday — Beliold lier, sir ! 

[^RemoKes ecU. 

IVal. Lydia! 

W. Green. My waiting-maid ! 

Wal. Thy sister, Tnieworth ! 
Art thou fit brother to tbis virtuous maid ? 

True. \_Gimng Lydia to Wallek.] Let this assuvc 
thee. 

Lydia. '[_To Widow (irern.] Madam, pardon nie 
My double character, for honesty, 
No other end assumed — and my concealment 
Of MaKter Waller'a love. In fjl thinga eise 
I truat I may believe you hold me blameless ; 
At least, ril say for you I ahould be so, 
For it was paatime, madam, not a task 
To wait upon you ! Littie you exacted, 
Aod ever made tlie inost of wbat I did 
In mere obedience to you. 

W. Green. Give me your hand ; 
No love witliout a littie roguery. 
If you do play the miatreaa well as maid, 
You will bear off the bell ! There never was 

A better girl ! 1 have made myaelf a fool. 

I am undone, If goes the news abroad. 

My wedding dreaa I donn'd for no effect 

Exccpt to put it off ! I must be married. 

I'm a lost woman, if another day 

I go without a hushand ! — What a sight 

He looks by Maater Waller ! — Yet he ia pliyaic 

I die without, so needs must gu!p it down. 

I'U swallow liim with what good grace I can, 

Sir 'Williara Fondlove ! 

Sir Wil. Widow Green ! 

W. Green. I own 
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I have been rüde to you. Tliou dost not look 
So old by tliirty, forty, years as I 
Did Bay, Thou'rt far from ugly — very far ! 
And aa I said, Sir William, once before, 
Tliou art a kind and right good-hiimout'd man ; 
I was but aagry with you ! Why, I'li teil you 
At moro convenient seasoii — and you know 
An angry wonnan heeds not what she saya, 
And will say anytliing ! 

Sir Wil. I were unworthy 
The name of man, if an apology 
Su gracioTia eame off profitless, and from 
A lady ! Will you take me, Widow Green ? 

W. Green. Hern! \_CourtMies. 

True. [To Wildrake.] Master Wildrake dresa'dti) 
go to church ! 
Slic has acknowledged, then, she loves thee ? — No ? 
Give me thy band, l'll lead tliee up to her. 

Wild. 'Sdeath ! what are you about? You know 
her not. 
She'll brain thee ! 

Trtie. Fear not : come along with me. 
Fair Miatresa Constance ! 

Con. Well, sir ! 

JVm. [roTRüEWORTH.] Mind! 

True. Don't fear. 
Love you not neighbonr Wildrake ? 

Con. Love, sir ! 

True. Yes, 
You do. 

Con. He loves anotlier, sir, be doee ! 
I bäte bim. We were cbildren, air, together 
For fifteen yeara and more ; there never came 
The day we did not quarrel, make it up, 
Quarre] again, and make it iip again ; 
Were never neigbbours more like neighbours, sir. 
Sinco he became a man, and I a woman, 
It still has been the same ; nor cared I ever 
To give a frown to any other, sir. 
And now to corae and teil me be's in love, 
And ask me to bo bridemaid to hia bride ! 



•dby Google 



2(6 TUE LOVE-CIIASE, 

How durst he do it, sir ! — to fall in lovc ! 
Metliinks at lenst lie might liave ask'd my Icavi,', 
Nor had I wonder'd liad he ask'd myself, sir ! 

Wild. Then give tliyself to me ' 

Com. How ! wLat ! 

Wild. Be niine, 
Thou art tlie oiily tnaid thy neighbour loves. 

C(M*. Art serious, neighbour Wildrake ? 

Wild. In the cliurch 
I'll answer theo, if tliou wilt take me ; though 
I Dcither dress, nor walk, nor dancR, nor know 
" Tlie Widow Jones " from an Italian, French, 
Or German air. 

Con. No more of tliat. — My liand. 

Wild. Givest it as free as thou didst yesterday ? 

CuH. [AJ'ectinff to Urike him."] Nay ! 

Wild. I will thank it, give it how thou wilt. 

W. Green. A triple wedding! May the 'U'idow 
Green 
Obtiwn brief hearing e'er slie qiiita the scene, 
The Love-Chase tn your kindness to commend 
In favour of an old, now absent, friend ! 
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WOMAN'S WIT; 



LOVF/S DISGOISES, 



SCENE l.—Sir William Sutton's House.—An Anle- 
room leadinff to a Ball-room. — Mtmc m o/a Ball.-— 
Dancer» sem in the further Apartment. — Visitors 



Enter from. the Ball-room, Walsinobam and Bradfori 

Wal. Fair revela theae Sir 'WüIIam Sutton holds, 
Acd all iD hoDoiit of the city maid ! 
Sure the whole town is here, such ewarms pasa in 
And out, Is it B, match, as they report, 
Betwixt the m^d and brave Sir Valentine ? 

Brad. In prospect, sir ; but yet I question mnch, 
If in a year henco, nearer tlian to-day. 
She of the spirit of conquest is poS3esa''d 
Incontinently : victory but serves 
To whet the luat of triimiph. Strange ao long 
Lord Athunree did occupy her ; but 
Hia Station oeased, soon as Sir Valentine 
Aspired to fiil hia place. A grief it is, 
A maid with treasure past compare like hera 
Of gorgeoua beauty, with a mine of wealth, 
Should use her richea with such huswifery, 
As makes one pity her posaession of them ! 

(Val. Lo you,"3lie dancea, and, for partner, takea 
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Ijord Atliunree, and not Sir A'alcntinc. 

A nDvel measurD tliat ! know you itä name ? 

Brad. No! — ay ! — a liberal measurD! — See! — liii 

Doth hold possessioTi of lior waist ; wliile liers, 
Nothing repelliDg, on bis Shoulder rcsts, 
Permitting neighboiirliood so close, embrace 
Werö scarce in privilege a jot Lefore. 

Wal. You know Lord Atbimree ? — liia character ? 
The limits of nay apquaiutancc. 

Brad. No, sir. 

Wal. Sir, 
He ia a libertine. He hath been mncJi 
Abroad. Tliat dance, I will be bound, is wäre 
Of bis importing. Yea ; a libertine ! 
A man of pleasure — in the animal 
Ignoble sensG of the term — that owns no curb 
Of honour, generosity, or ruth ; 
Nor liath a single grace, except the nerve — 
A coDtradiction which wonld make one question 
That valout is of itself a tbing to boast nf — 
To vouch the wrong he does, and stand by it ! 

Brad. You say this feolingly. 

Wal, Because I feel it. 
I iiad a friend, whose beatt eouldscarce lodge wcal 
Or woe, without the privity of miuc — 
A friend of quick affections— and a viüain 
Compaas'd the ruin of the maid he loved. 
That villain was the lord, who dances there. 
They fought — througb odds in skill, the honest arm 
"Was maater'd by the foul ; hut vengeance, thotigh 
Tis baffled, is not lost ! Good morning, für 
More tban an liour or tivain, 'tia past the turn 
Of night. — Free thaiika for your free converse witli 
A stranger. 

Brad. Sir, tbe like I render you : 
But will you not delay some moments more ? 
In spirit, yet the revela are hut young ! 

Wal. Sir, I am pall'd with tbem — and were I not, 
Tbat lord approaches, and the sight of liim 
Would put out keenest zest of joyance. 
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Brad. Have witli you, then ; far as cur road ia one, 
We'll go together. 

Wal. Sir, right wilHngly ! [T.'key go out. 

Enter Lobd Athunbeb and Felton. 

AtA. 'Tis not for him, by sheer effrootery, 
For two years I have lield tlie foreinost place 
'Mongat swarma of lovers cloae busieging her ! 
Made one and all to stand alouf, whene'er 
I thought tbey press'd too near .' 

Fei. 1 liave marvell'd oft 
At your success. 

Atk, Of blood-letting, yoii know. 
In the high mode, I have as littlo fear, 
As need of fear ; and would they oonie to tliat, 
I soon convinced them, that I knew their art 
Better than they did. 

Fd. To aay the trutb, thc foil 
Haa stood you mnch in stead, when tbere was need 
Of weapon of graver practice. — Found you ever 
Your equal in tlie fence ? 

Alh. Ay ; and my master I 
And therein do I tax my lucky stars, 
That watch not o'er me now. He ia here in tlie houae, 
That gentleman from travel late arrived, 
Who, with the gloaa of the fair eountries which 
He has beon sceing, sbinea, and quite puts out 
All light of liomely worth. 

Fei. Sir Valentine ? 

Alh. Tbe same ; 
Tiiat knight of France, though son of England. Ay, 
And wonld-be-captain too, to Venua, air ! 
Would take the fortreas, all wbo'd carry vrhich, 
I at impracticable distance still 
Have fcept — yet eorae no nearer than I was 
To winning it, when first set down before it. 

Fd. Fear'st tlioii surrender tlieu to bim ? 

AlA. HumpK! Fear? 
That "fear" 's an ugly Word ! " Do I fear?" He is 

Hia point and eye do go togethet ! Scarce 
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You are mark'd, j-ou are hit ! his sword is part of Iiim, 

Grow-s to his hand, sir, as his hand to Ins wrist ; 

The very jnoment that your weapons touch. 

He is here, and there, and in ! — liis loungc, 3 sliot 

You see not tili 'tis home ! We quaireU'd ouce. 

And twice I feit him, ere a man couid say 

That lie was wel! engarde — but touchea, yet 

Forerunners sure of heaviet paynient — so 

I gave the battle up ! — Yea, I do foar — 

Savc I have hit liim, as I think I have, 

"Wiiere useless lounge or pan-y ! 

Fd. Hit hiiü ! How ? 

Alk- V the brain and heart, sir, without damage of 
Ttie skin ' Through the eyes, sir, that take hit and hit 
And ne'er the worse, liowe'er the practice teils 
Witliin ! Ho is a man of sentiment ! 
Sentiment, mark you ! that is, flesh and blood 
I' tlie Summer cool as spring — or water, sir, 
At the boiling point without a bubble — or wood 
Without ignition in the hcart of fire ! 
Au ample span of fovehead '■ — Mark ! — a füll 
And liquid eye — free noatrils — crimson lips, 
Cushioning one another without atint 
Of the velvet — and a chin could ahow a copse 
Of beard — a man, siv, witb all these, and yet 
Witli wishee innocent as thoughts of babes \ 
A lie, ah-, on the face of it !— yet such 
He passes for unto himaelf — believea 
Indeed he is, and doth of otliers judge 
But through tlie colour of this self-delusion — 
Particularly womeu. He would have theni 
Barth to Limself — to all eise, things of heaven ! 
Impasslve to Impression, as the air 
Which man ne'er yet gave form or colour to ! 

Fe?. WeU? 

At/i. I did dance with her just now. 

Fe'. Fair Horo ? 

Ai/t. Yes ; I did dance with her a free 
And liberal dauce — the dance of contaet, eise 
Forbid — abandoning to the free haud 
Tho sacrcd waist ! while face to face, tili hrcath 
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Dotli kiss with breath, and eye embraceth eye, 
Your transed coil relaxing, atraiglitening, round 
And round in wavy measure, you entwine 
Circ'e with cirele, tili the swimming brain 
Aud panting heart in swoony lapse give o'er ! 

Fei. I knaw ; tliat foreign dance tbou didat bring 

Ath. The very aame ; I taught it her, and first 
Did dance with her to-night. 
Fei. I had admired 

Ath. Had you not, I had admired. 
The card-room kept you. Give you joy — you won ! 
But to the dance. The CTening half was out 
And still hc held her ear. 

Fei. Sir Valentine ? 

Ath. Wlio eise 1 who eise that aeat pre-eminent 
Ey her fair aide had held in spite of me, 
I watch'd for my occasion, and it came; 
Some friend did crave a moment's audience ; ere 
'Twas done, her waist was in my custody ; 
Her white arm hangiug from my Shoulder, where 
Her hand did freely couch. " Yoiir game goes well !" 
I whisper'd her; " Play holdly, and 'tis yours : 
The measure this to set the outline ofFl 
Give sway to thy rieh figure ! Abandon theo 
To the apirit of the dance ! Let it possess thee ! 
Float thee as air were footing für thee .' stud 
Thy cheeks with smilea of fire, and give thine eye 
The lightning's dazzling play ! fix them on mine, 
That each do feed the other's, like to tongues 
With converse waking converse ! " 

FeL Well ?— I see 
Thy dtift ! 

Ath. Thou shouldst have seen the issue on't — 
Wbile, like a pupil at a task he loves, 
Whose aptitude with eager will outstrips 
HIs master'a Lidding, she was twenty timea 
The thing I wish'd her ! How she rose and sank 
With springy instep, whiJo her yielding waiat — 
Weil as her waving neck, her beauteoua head 
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L>id ahow her fair and falling slioulders off! 
A World 3he look'd and moved of paasionate 
Quiek aense — of lovclineaa and joyuiisness — 
And I,be sure, did show its reigning lord ! 
Nor with the nieasiire did dominion ccaae ; 
But wlien. her drooping lida, rülaxed steps, 
Diaparted lips, and colour vanisliing, 
Gavc note ahe must give u'er — lier languid form, 
Cluse girdled by my arm, Iilt liand in mine, 
Her cheek for pillow on my slionlder laid, 
I lud her to a coucli, where couttesy 
Of courae admitted tcndance ! 

Fd. Wliat of liim ? 

Ath. Hcismad! AVhen he did turn, and noti; ii^ 

He lüok'd aa one wlio queation'd Ins own cyea ; 

Tlien atood awhile, no doubt admiring how 

Step did keep time with stepj and bow we moved 

In cloaeet neiglibourliood, diaparting but 

To meet — her arm, a link ne'ur letting go ! 

Then witii a start of audden fury went, 

And caet him on a seat n-itli fulded arms. 

And knitted brows scanning na, aa he wish'd 

Hia eyes conld do the office of the lightning. 

I cared to mark no more — I aaw the Storni 

I wiah'd would come, -was on ; and knew "twould hold ! 

Fd. And doea it ! 

Ath. Yea ; thrice ahe advances niade — 
As women know to niake, and not to aeem, 
Except to practiaed eyea — to draw hia notice : 
Dropp'd lier glove ntar him — wiah'd ahe liad a ujiair. 
And one at hia hand — complain'd of thirat, aad just 
A aalver broiiglit to him with winc — aud all 
In viwn. ßight in bis eyea display'd lier form 
In attitude of tender languishment — 
And to no more account than offeringa 
Of genis before an idol inade of stone ! 
But aee ; we havc danced out the night ; and dav 
"With fresb and flushy vigour cometh on ; 
You liear the roiit breaks up. Attcnd him home, 
Obtaiii liis car ; know notliing, biit bc aure 
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Of sliglitöst opportunity he gives 

For liür diapari^oment to taie advantage. 

Ilere comes the Queen of the night, and all forlorn, 

As she had loat her throne ! 

Enter Hero, kaning upon Emily. 

Emily, What miss you, Hero, 
That thas you pause and tum ; go on again, 
And pause and turn again ? Fear'at anything 
Thou haat forgot ? 

Hero. No ! I have danced too mnuh 
To-night. The night hefore it was the aame ! 
No rest — a]l recela ! — Madness, with a franie 
That is anything but iron. \Tums to kok back. 

Emily. There again I 
I am sure there'a aomething you do miss — "What ia it ! 

Hero. My apirita only 1 Are not yours nigli wasted i 
{Turng again. 

Ätk. ^Aside to Felton.3 She waita for him — he saw 
her home last night. 
My life on't she must look for otlier squire. 

Emily. Conie. 

Hero. Are they dancing yet ? 

Emily. What do you hear, 
To make you ask 1 You're dreaming ! Saw you not 
Tbat the niusicians left the rootn hefure ua, 
And scarce a dozen laggards did remain 
Besidea ourselves ? 

Hero. I know not what I saw, 
I am tited — heart-tired — too tired to move or rest — 
A weariness, won't let nie go ur stay ! 

Ath. He comes — accost him — ask him of the ball. 

[Aside to Felion. 
Euter Sui Valentine. 

Fei. See I Sir Valentine the last of all 
The revellers? 

Sir Val. You aee him, sir ; 'tis e'en 
Sir Valentine. 

Fei. Liked you the ball to-nigbt ? 

Sir Val. Yes!— Ko! 

Fcl. What ! Liked it, aud dialiked it ? 
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Sir l'al. Yes ! 

Fei. It was a very liandsome ball. 

■Sir Val. It was. 

Fei. Wliat was amias, tlion ? Waa the umsie bad ? 

S;V Fa/. The niuäic far from Iiad '- Most escellent ' 
Incomparably good— it vrere in place 
In ,1 concert room, — I find dö fault with the mnsic. 

Fei. Are yo« not fonJ of dancing, t5ii;n ''■ 

Sir Val. I am— 
Innocent pastime taken innocently 
In honest mood ! — But there are natures, sir, 
That should eschew it — which 'üs pernicious to — 
A3 wine, that's mirth to suine, to some is maduess '■ 
I find no fault with dancing ! 'Tis an act 
Sets beauty ofF, proportion, grace ; when these 
Are too set off by modesty. For men. 
And women moro especially, of the vein 
That's opposite, I'd have tliem lookers on — 
For their own sakes firet — next for tlie sake of those, 
Who ivliat thoy'd blush to do, do grieve to see 
Enaetcd. 

Fd. Was there any dance to-night 
OfFended you J 

Sir l'al- N — o, sir — I eannot say — 
Perhaps there is no barm in any dance. 
I am not sure — Some niay give too much licenee — 
Yet not so mucli, but e'en in such a case 
By delicacy 'twil! be carried off 
Becomingiy. I might perhaps object — - 
Yet where's the thing that can defy objectioii '. 
But this I say, sir, and 111 stand to it 
Tliat modesty being to woman more 
Than beauty — for, without, is beauty cliRnp — 
That wonian, who doth show her beauty otf 
Before lier modesty, foi^ets lierjielf, 
And merits forfeit ofthat high respect. 
Which noble minds would bear Jier ! 

Hero. [ro Emily.] Wliat lady, can you teil ine, 
danced to- night 
As lady should not dance ? 

Emil)/. I do not knoiv. 
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Hero. [io Felton]. Do you, sir? 

Fei. No! 

Hero [to Lord Athünhee^. My lord, do you ? 

Ath. No, lady. 

/fero. Perhaps sonie lady wliom th genti m n 
Himsclf did dance with, and none oth r Dot d — 

Sir Val. No lady, madam, tliat did dan w th me. 
Who yields to me her hand shall ne'er fo g t 
Herself — at least by my o'erstepping. S} 
Shall find I know the lionour that slie does me , 
See in the freedom of the froHc measure 
My reverence for her sex attending her ; 
And then be lianded to her seat again, 
For mine own credit sake if not for hera, 
By all approved, as gracefuUy come off 
In partnery of honest joyanc« ! 
No lady, madam, that did dance with me. 

Ath. The plague repay him for the lesson be 
So freely reada me — in her presence too ! 

Hero. Wilt please you name the lady gave oflfence ? 

SirFffl^.'Twereapresuinptuouaactformypoortongue. 
But if you know her, you must know her beauty, 
Wherein 1 ne'er met fair to liken to her. 
And that more fittingly shall name her for me. ■ 
A nohle stature stopping there, whcre sex 
Would liave it reach, and hid it go no farther ; 
A head of antique mould, magnificent 
As may consist with softneas and with sweetnesa ; 
Features, advertiaement of thoughts and tnoods, 
Wiahes and fanciea, auch as it beseema 
To lodge with chastity and tendemess 
In sumptuous paJace of rieh lovelineaa ; 
And limbs of mould and a«t therewith consorting, 
Making a paragon of symmetry ! — 
Göds, to such homeliness of use perverted, 
As properties, to them were homeliness, 
Should spum to be applied to .' 

Emili/. Are you ill, 
That yo« tum pale ? 

Hero. Ill !— What slionld make me iil ? 
I could be angry, were it worth my while, 

VOL. II. o 
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At such dispartigement of one, it seems 
la known to me, — biit calumny is a tliing 
Defeats itself, and I shoyld be despised 
T)id I pay heed to ! 

Sir Val. Lady, you are riglit ; 
It sliall be calumny — it should be so ! 
Voucliers so fair, should never be forswora. 
A!as for liim, who is increduloua, 
Yet would believe them ratlier far tlian doubt them ! 
[Sir Valentine goes o>ä,/olloieed by Felton, 

Hero. A most stränge gentleman !— an oddity ! 
I took him for a man of sense, — didn't you ? 
A faiiciful and cburLish gentleman ! 
Looks 80ur beoause another man looks pleased ! 
Lord Atlmnree, wilt aeo niy carriag« brouglit 
Cloae to tlie door before I venture out, 
If not to tax yoor gallantry too much ? 

At/i. Iflytoduit. j Ches out. 

Hero. Let me weep a moment 
Upon your neck — Thero ! I ara bt^tter iiow. 
Are my eyes red ? 

Emily. Not much. 

Hero. I will appear 
To liave been laughing I Laughter bringeth tears. 
Hlost excellent ! — you should liave kept it tliough 
For anotlier time ! I liave not atrength to laugh ! 
As 'tis, I am so weak, I laiigh and cry. 

Re-enter AiHfOHKE. 
Lord Athnnree, yonr courtcsy has lost yoii 
A most facetious t^tory ! 

At/i. TeU it nie. 

Hero. Teil it you ! Teil it ! I am dead alrcady 
With liearing it, and must not hear't again, 
Would I go liome to-night ! A little plague, 
To make me laugh, and know that I shotild cry, 
For lack of very strengtb, — C'ome, let us go ! 
A cliarming ball ! Fair night — most bappy night ! 
rilflndatime to make yow cry with laughing. [^ZöEmilv. 
A charming night — a very charming night. ^Tkei/g^ out. 
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BCENE l.~A Room in tke Home of Monsieur 
de VEpie. 

Enter, from an inner Room, Wal«incham and Monsieur 
DB l'Bpee. 

De VEpie. Your progresa answers to your practice,air; 
Cause liave you none for discontent. Confess, 
You play the foil with twice the ease you did 
A month ago. Might I be credited, 
Not only each new week, but even day, 
Puts to the blush the former one, 8o fast 
You catch the myatery of the fair art. 

Wal. Yea ; but my fellow-pupil heads me still. 

De l'EpSe. His quickneaa is your master. 

Wal. Yet, 'tia stränge ! 
With all my paiiis, I toil behind him atill, 
And he a very atripling ! 

De l'Eph. 'Tia not atrength 
That makes the odda, but art. To tum the foU 
In practiaed band, almotit a wheaten straw 
Hatli Btaniina enough. The point deceived. 
An infant's arm in distanoe lounges home ; 
The art is atrength, and length, and everything. 

Wal. To eay the truth, it ia a noble art, 
On which agility and grace attend, 
With proper manbood keeping company, 
As on none other; — making Jightest ease 
To cbampion force, and, aa you say, bear off 
The palm from it. In every act and state*— 
Salute, gtiatd, parry, feint or pass — it hath 
A bearing worthy of the eyes of kinga 
And their high consorts, when a practiaed band 
Like yours takes up the foil. 

De VEpie. You Satter, air ! 

Wal. By my proud honour, no ! But, to your pupil — . 
WUat 19 he ? 

De TEpie. I know not, 

Wal. He is very young. 

2 
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De rEpee. Yes ; by hia looks he lias a teen or twnin 
To count ; — tliougli never scliolar study plieil 
IVitli manlier resolve and conatancy. 
It often movea my wonder, tliat so aliglit 
And delicate a fraine shoiild iindorgo 
Wliat to robuster mould a tbouaand timca 
I bave marVd was wearinesg. Scarce lays he down 
The foil, before he takea it up ag.-ün, 
Some parry, feint or lounge, iinmastered yet, 
To practise ; — wiiicli he doea with zest so keen, 
I have thought, at times, that in his fancy'a eye 
There atood before hia poiut an enemy, 
The actor of some nnatoned wrong, 
■WTiose beart eacU thnist was meant for, — A good 
I am waited for. [mamingl 

li'aL Good moming to you, sir. [De l'Epee^^wäom/- 
A noble fellow that ! — a soldier wbo 
A mighty captain foUow'd, for the sttides 
"VVitli ivhicb be led to glory — nay, for them 
Deserted not, wben fortune back'd a world, 
Marshall'd agiunst ber off-caat favoiiritc ! 
Talk you of seare ? — that Frenclmian bears on crown, 
Body and limb, his vouchera palpable, 
For inany a thicket he haa atruggled tbrougli 
Of briery danger — wondering tliat ]ie 
Came off with even life, wben right and left 
His matea dropp'd tliick beeide bim. A true man ! 
His rationa witb his maater gonc — for he 
Was honour's aoldier, tbat ne'er changes sides — 
He left his country for a foreign one, 
To teacb bia gallant art, and eam a bome. 
I know bim to be honest, generous, 
Higb-sourd, and modest ; every way a grace 
To the fine martial nation wlience Iie sprang * ! 

ErsTACE entere fi-om Timer Rimm. 
My feilow-pupil ! \_Aai<ie.'\ Tbat was a shrewd guess 
The Frenchman made. Are all these pains to pay 

* This 13 a poilrait. My brotbers of Glasgow know and 
honoTir the gallant man who su^estod it, and will judge 
how far it ia :i failhful oiic. At idl events it is not flattered. 
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An enemy ? — then ia bis caae my own. 
Would I could gain liis confidence ! but still, 
Oft as I try, he foils me with reserve 
He shows to none beside ! One more attempt. — 
So, fcUow-pupil ! You have given o'er at last. 
Eight well j'ou fenced to-day ! you are weary ? 

Eust. No. Good moming, air. 

Wal. I' faith, you " sir " not me : 
We have been mates too long, methinks, for term 
So niggard, fellow-pupil ! — Walsingham 
Is my name. I prithee, when thou next accost'st me, 
Say Walsingham. Is't not enough, your foil 
Keeps me at distance — will not let me in — 
Rebukes nie, ahames me — will you with your tonguo 
O'erbear me too ? Call me not " sir," I pray, 
But AValsingham. 

Eust. It were to make too free 
For mere acquaintanceship. 

Wal, Acquaintanceship ! 
You have known me for a year. Friendship hath grown 
In half that timc. 

Euil. Friendship grows not by time. 

Wal. In sooth 'twould seem so. Daily have we met 
For good a year — nor yet have ahaken hands. 
Give me thy hand, and let na hence be friends ! 
What ! will you not ? I'faith, you should — you shall ! 
I'll take it spite of you — yea, though you frown, 
And call yourself my foe, wbich would be hard 
To make a foe, strifing to make a friend. 

Etat. [_A/ter a pause.Ji I'll shake hands with you. 

Wal. Ha ! — a hearty grasp ! 
But take it not away so soon again, 
Nor where you give your band, refuse your eye. 
Why don't you look at me ? 

EuM. Let go my hand ! 

Wal. Such haste to take away — so frank to give ? 

Eilst. Let go my band ! — Well, you may keep it, sir; 
You cannot make it like its prison, nor, 
When once 'tis free from't, enter it again. 

Wal. Well— call me Walsingham, I'll let it go. 
Why must I force you thus to he my friend ? 
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Euü. Why should you ? Force macio ncvor yt-t 
fricnd. 

Wal, For kindness,theti ! why should you Iiold ma ufl 
A man repell'd of fortune ! See you not, 
I am not of the vein of those on \vhom 
Her smiles she lavUhes — nor do I think 
Witli Burfeit of such aweet you bought that cast 
Of thoughtfalnesB, which when I look lipon you, 
Like to my glass, shows nie, mcthinks, niyaelf ! — 
I am a man of honour and of hcart. 
Ah, too mueh heart ! Comn', call me Wnlsinii;hani, 
And then TU let you go. 

Eust. Well— Walaingham ! 

Wal. V faith, most kindly did you sonnd my name 
Tongue never feil it yet more aweetly from, 
Save one ! — Save one ! 

EuH. Farewell ! 

Wd. We'U walk together. 

Emt. Nay. 

Wai. Will you have it so ? why have it so ; 
My love is not that sturdy beggar yet, 
But apuming may suffice to stop its craving ! 
Yet ere you leave me, hear me — and then go. 
Methinks our fatea in soniething are alike ; 
To prove it ao, or not, VW teil thee mine. 
Give thee my confidenee — make thee indeed my frit-in 
Now, once for all, what say you ? 

EiMt. Be it ao. 

Wal. Thy hand ^ain, then !— l>o we go togetlier \ 

Emt. We do !— Have with you ! 

WaJ. Xow we are frienda for over ! {JUiey ijo ou 



SCENE II A lioum m Hero's Tüwu llouse. 

Eliter SiK WiiÄ,iAH and Emilv. 
Sir Wil. At sea again ! Blown ever from the port 
We'd have her liarbour in, hy her wild fancies. 
And far from land as ever ! I did hope 
Thia Buitor had been anchoragc had held her. 

Ejiiil»/. And so d!d I ; she'll ne'er lie held by auitor, 
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Long as there bowa annther — save it be 
By a miracle. I say it, thoiigh I love her. 

Sir W. And yet that brd hath held her. 

Emiig. So he hath, 
By dint of mere audacity— some art 
He owns innkes other siiitors quaü, and she, 
For vanity, hath still afFccted him, 
As proud to have a vassal in a man 
To whom hia fellowa bow, 

Sir Wil. I am glad so slight 
His power. I know him for a ptofligate, 
With broken coffera, to replenish which 
He merely followa her. 

Emily. Hia ptactice 'twas 
Which to thia issue Icd — on Bome acconnt 
I know not — nay, nor guess. He durst not treat 
Sir Valentine with overbearing mien, 
So took advantage of fair Ilero'a weakness, 
To play upon't, expoae, and with disgust 
Surfeit the man he fear'd. 

Sir Wil. And he aucceeded ? 

Emiljf. Ay, to the füll, sir, as I have posscss'd yoii. 

Sir Wil. I am sorry for it. He had begun to love her. 
And wonld have made to her a worthy huaband ; 
Safe guardian to her wealth ; and one to mako 
A proud wife of a higher dame than ahe \ 
It crossly hath fallen out. But she is piqued, 
You say, at his desertion ? 

Emili/. Mucb, sir !— Much ! 
She wept, as I acquainted you. 

Sir Wil. Yon did, 
And matter see I there. Unfeigned tears — 
And saeh were hers — from deep-laid fountains flow, 
Abiding in the heart ! Tlie argument 
Which draws them thence, as deep must even go 
A Curling lip I had not heeded — tliat 
Were simple acotn — bnt they who weep for acorn 
Do weep for aomething more. Sir Valentine 
Hath not his peer in England ! Trust nie, girl, 
She'a not so blind with folly, as not to aee 
Hia paramount dcsert. — Where is she ? 
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EmÜy. Lock'il 
In lier Chamber witli her milliiicr, — so says 
Her maid. These three hours have I craved admission, 
But all in vain ; she haa not yet pvess'd pillow 
Sufficient to repair her spirita from 
The waste of yestemight. 

fiir Wil. A wayward girl \ 
New dressea, pleaaures, lovers — all things ncw, 
Exeept herself. Woiild that would change as well ! 
Some mode she studies with her minister 
Of novelty, will flog all former foUy. \_KnQcking. 

"What sober knock is that ? — Sudi seldom calls 
At her fantastic door. Who knocka ? 

Enti'-,- Sorvant. 

Servant. A man, 
Of formal liabit and consorting Speech, 
Usher to one most young and fair ; a maid 
Who seema to know no uae for beauty, but 
To niortify it with ungainly guise. 
She asks to see the mistress of the lionse. 

Hir Wü. Admit her! — On what errand can she come ? 
\^enaai goee<nU,and re,turns^shoicin(f in Clever, 
foUowed hj Hero, holh dUguuei m Qmikers. 
■\VTio art thou ? 

Clever, Man unto Ruth Mapleson, 
Who with the wonian of the house would speak. 

Sir Wil. The woman of the house ! 

Emily. Butli Jilapleson ! 

Hero. Friend, am I riglit ? This liouse of vanity, 
Is't the abode of that unfortunate 
They call the city maid ? who to the nse 
Of one, perverts what Heaven did lavishly 
Commit unto her, for the good of niany ! 
la this her house ? — and if it is, I pray you 
Aoquaint her that a sister, pitying 
Her haplesB State of blindness, ignorance, 
Omission and offence. hath come to her 
To cloar her vision, to inform her mind, 
To tcach her occupation, and from evil 
To turn her steps aside. — Umpli ! 
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Clever. TJmph ! 

Sir Wil. My breath 
Is iiliDoat atopp'd with wonder ! 

Emil^. So ia mine. 
What can it mean ? 

Sir Wil, Some pcwr fanatic 'tis, 
Whusc zeal liath warp'd her reason. 

Hero. Smful man ! 
Thus is it with tlie chitdren of the flesh ; 
What argues -wisdom they miaconstrue madneas ! 
Though tlirougli perveraenesa rather than conviction. 
Tremble ! — Look down ! — Abaso thee to the dust ! 
Shouldst thou not blush at thy grey hairs, the vouchers 
For thriftless years, for profitless esperience ! 
'Tis ■winter with thee — harveat-time ia past — 
What hast thou gamer'd ? ChafF instead of grain ! 
What doest thou with gauds like theae, thy trappings? 
Why standest thou beneath this roof of pride, 
That shouldst be thinking of the charnel-house 
And the attire of its inhabitant ? 
I know thee «ncle to that maid of lightness, 
That mistress of this house of emptiness, 
And whom I come to chaaten and to teach ! 

Clever. TJmph ! 

Emily. Dear sir ! who is't ? I grow nneasy ! 
With strangeness yet familiarity 
She strikes me, that consist not ! I do feel 
As though an apparition stood before me, 
And wiah she were away ! 

Sir Wil. And so do I ! 

Hero [to Emily]. And thou, poor fleah and blood! 
— iliusion ! heirdom 
0' the worm ! that think'st thyaelf all aoundness, yet 
Art all cormption ! Why abidest thon in 
The lazar-house? Uepart fron» it ! Pull off 
Its dress, and don the clean and wholesome guise 
Of plainness and humility — Untph ! 

Clever, Umph ! 

Sir Wil, This hold intrusion and address — 

Hero. Peace, Satan ! 
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And yet, perhaps I wrong you I Privily 
Yoii may condemn proud Hero's faiitasies ? 

Sir WU. I do. 

Emily. And so do I, 

Hera. do you so ? 
Then are ye not, as I did reckon you, 
0' the children of tlie Priuco of Darkucss ( 

Sir WU. and Emilff. No. 

Hero. You aee tliat slic is very vain ? 

Emily. We eise were blind. 

Sir mi. Stone blind ! 

Hero. Capricious ? 

Emüy. As many moods as tliere's liours in tli(^ iliiy. 

Sir Wil. Say minutes, ratlier ! 

Hero. Fondofpleasnre? 

Emütf. Her coöstant occupation. 

Sir WU. 'Tis her meat 
And drink ; rest, business, studies, prayers, and skep 1 

Hero. Slie liath no constancy in auglit — 
Lovera cspecially ? 

Emüy. Slie changus tlicm 
Too often. 

Sir WU. Shc dotli iisc tbem as her dresses ' 
Sliow her a new one, slie casts ofF tho last. 
How new soe'er put on. 

Hero. I pity her. 

Emili/. She scarce descrvea it. 

Sir Wil, Pity ia too good 
For such a piece of waywardness, pcrversenoss. 
Pride, folly, fantasy, and emptinoss I 

Hero. So then we are all of tlie same mind ? 

Einilff. Ezactly. 

Sir WU. Not a pin's point diSerenco ! 

Hero. You wonld approve that I reform her tlien ? 

EmUp. Reform her ! could you do so ? Do so. 

Sir Wil. Öo ! 
Do ! Make her anything hut what she is. 

Emily. Change cannot fml to better her. 

Sir Wil. No change 
Can make her worse ! — Reform her, pray -' 

Hern. I will. 
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Sir Wü. and Emily. When ? 

Hero. When you take her for another thing 
And find her just the sauio ! — Oh, uncle, fie ! 
Fie, Emily ! ia this your loyalty ? 

Sir Wil. What ineans this metaraorphosia 1 

Hero. Dcfenco 
Of iny sex's rights — asaertion of my own ! 
Instruction to that master-work, call'd man ! 
Protest and re-establishment of due 
Prerogative ! reduction of rebelliun, 
CompeU'd from reared crcat to bended knee ! 
Pains, penalties, bonds, confiscations, deaths, 
To foUow thereupon ! 

Sir Wil- Why, niece, what wind 
Doth bring this sudden storm ? 

Hero. Are yo« a man ? 

Sir Wil. I tnist I am ! 

Hero. Then if you are, you know 
The Privileges of a Single woman. 
"We have few, Heaven help us ! when we ohangi 

State 
Most rightly dubh'd of single blessedness ! 
Is't not a single woman's right to ruio ? 

Sir Wil. It is. 

Hero. To have her will her law ? 

Sir Wil. It is. 

Hero. To liave as many tastea, moods, fits, a,'. 

Sir W. It is. 

Hero. To come, to go, to smile, to frown, 
To pleaae, to pain, to love, to hate, do aiight 
Withmit dispute? 

Sir Wil. It is. 

Hero. Is't not enough, 
You haye leave to look upon her — listen to her — 
Stand in her preacnce — wait upon her ? Must 
Her 'haviour, speech, be what you like, or what 
It likes her sovereign eelf that they should be ? 

Sir Wil. What likes her sovereign seif! 

Hero. You are a man ! 
Would all your sex were üke you ! Wiio are nol 
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Are nnt for me, beliebe rae ! Loolt you, iiiiflu I 
I'ü mafce the aaucy traitot feel ray power, 
Or I will break my heart ! He thinks ine fair — 
I tliank hin ! Well-proportlüti'd — very iniich 
Beholden ti> him ! Dignified and gracefiil — 
A man. of shrewd perception ! very ! — send iiini 
("In expedition of discovery ! 

Sir Wil. Whom mean you, Hero ? 

Hero. Whoni ? — Sir Valentine ! 
He has made liis bow ! Indeed, a gracious onc — 
A stately, coiirtiy, condescending one ! 
Ne'er may I courtsey, if he bow not Iower i 
I'll bring hira to bis kneea as a spoil'd ciiild 
"Witb uplift handa tbat aaketh pardon, tben 
Command him iip, and never see me more ! 

Sir Wil. Wliy, bow hath tbia befallen ? 

Hero. I did not dance 
To pleaso liim ! No, sir I He is a connoisseur 
In dancing ! — batii a notion of bis own 
Of a Step ! In carriage, attitude, lias taste, 
Dainty as palate of an cpicure, 
"Whicli, if yoH liit not to a hair, disgiiafc 
Dotb take tlie place of zest ! He is sick of me I 
My feet the frolic nieasuro may indulge, 
But not my licart — niine eye, my chet'k, my Iip, 
Mwst not be cogniaant of what I do — 
As wood and marble could be broiiglit to dance, 
And lüok like wood and marble ! I shall teacb bim 
Anotber style ! Come ! I bave foiind you out : 
"Will you Compound for your sedition, 
And help me ? Come ! bow say you, Jittle traitress ' 

ErtiÜy. Content, 

Hero, And you, most reverend rebeliion '. 

Sir Wil. Command mc auglit, tbat I can dn in 
reasou. 

Hero. Can do in reason ! In wbat reason ^i Theri^ 
Are fifty kinde of reason ! Therc's a fool's reason, 
Aud a wise man's reason, and a knave's reason, and 
An honest man's reason, and an infant'a reason. 
And reason of a grandfatber — but tbere's 
A. reason 'boTc tliem all, and tliat alone 
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Can stand me now in stead — a woman's reason ! 
"Wilt tliou be subject unto me in that ? 

Sir Wil. I will. 
But teil me whence this apeech of aolemn phrase ? 

Hero. From one I knew and loved ot school — a girl 
Half, by tbe sect that practige it, brought up. 
But she of thought and wiJl tlierewitb consorting, 
The mistresa likewise was — most veritable. 
Her name was Helen Mowbray — by tbe arts 
Of that same Jord to whom I owe the coil 
I would unwind me from, and whom, through whim, 
Not liking, I liave countenanced, 'tis said 
She feil— but not in my belief. How is this ? 
I am growing serioiis ! You will lielp me ? 

Sir Wil. Yea. 

Hero. That's my good unclo ! That's a darling 
uncle ! 
There ne'er was kinder, nor more sensible ! 
A good, dear, wise, obedient, docile uncle ! 
Givemeakiss! Hence, Master Clever ! Do 
What I directed you — Sir Valentine 
la not yet out. Invite bim where I told you — 
To the house at Greenwich, f Cleveh goes out. 

Sir Wil. What dost thou intend ? 

Hero. Order the carriage — no ; it must be one 
They lend for hire :— and come along witli me — 
ni teil you on the way. Emily ! — üncle ! 
Look you ! ^tkrotct her glote dmcn^ I'll have him, as 

my glove that there, 
At my feet doth lie, tili I do pick him tip ! 
And I will pick him up — but in a way I 
Tbere ! — give it me again — O, you dear uncle, 
To help my plot ! — do what I wish ! — You oiight 
To be an uncle ! There's another kiss ! 
And if I do not make him kiss the rod, 
I'm ne'er a niece deserving such an uncle ! 
Come ! come ! — I did not dance to please him ! Come. 
[| They go out. 
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SCENE III,— .S'/r l'fikniinc's Rom-: 
Enter Sjb Valemine. 
Sir Fal. Oh, pitiable caso ! so lieli a stamp. 
And yet tlie metal base ! For wliat liigli thiugs 
Did nature fasliion Iier ! — wliose rieh intent 
Had she but half fulfillM, tio weaith, no State 
That earth can furnish, for aggrandizemeut 
Of cFaving and insatiate ambition, 
Conferr'd on her, had giveii her half her due, 
Far less its debtor madc her ! Misery ! 
'fo find the good we lioped, the bane we hate ! 
Hate'. — 0, perverse and duubtful course of love, 
That in the goal it pants for, finds its grave ! 
That reaches for a büss, and clasps a pang ! 
That now doth own a niine, and naught anon ! 

beggary most poor, that from the lapse 
Of dwindled riches grows I 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. You are wantcd, sir — 

Sir Val. "Who wanta nie ? 

Sereant. One who brings an errand from 
Sir "William Sutton, and craves speech witli you. 

Sir Val. Ädmit him. f Servant goes out. 

Enter Clkveb. 
Well? 

Ckzier. Are you the man they cali 
Sir Valentine de Grey ? 

Sir Val. That man am I. 

Sir Val. Tlieu, being he, another man they call 
Sir William Sutton, senda me here to pray 
Thy Company this afternoon, to meet 
Some Iriende who dine with him at Greenwieh. 

Sir Val. Say, 

1 camiot come. 

Clever. Art thou engaged, friend ! 

Sir Val. No. 

Clever. Then tliou speak'st iiot tnio. Thou uanst 
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Sir Val. Say, 
I will not come. 

Chmer. Hc bade me say to thee 
Thou must come. 

Sir Val. Miist come ? 

Clever. Yes; ao come along. 
Fot he did cliarge me bring thee, and I Said 
I would ; and not to bring thee, were to break 
My wotd, and make bim angry. 

Sir Fol. Teil hira, theo, 
I iras not id. 

Clever. I will not teil a He. 

Sir Val. Art tliun his servant ? 

Clever. No ; bot man to one 
That'a niece unto him — that is, in the öesh — 
Not in the spirit. 

Sir Val. -^Vherefore? 

Cleeer. Know'et thou hira, 
And know'st thou not he is a man of sin ? 
Ruth Mapleson is of the faithful ! 

Sir Val. Wlio ? 

Clever. Ruth Mapleson. 

Sir Val. I know no niece he hath, 
Save one — fair Mistress Sutton. 

Clever . Name her not — 
Daughter of darkneaa. 

Sir Val. Liar! 

CUmr. Thou dost lie 
To call me so. 

Sir Val. Wretch ! 

Clever. Thou dost lie again. 
I am a godly and a happy man, 
That waita upon Ruth Mapleson ; tho niece 
Of bim they call Sir William Sutton ; and 
Cousin to Hero Sutton, wbom in naught 
Doth Ruth reaemble save her face and form, 
"Where ahe might pasa for her, ahe is so like her. 

Sir Val. So Hko her ! swd'st thou, like her ? 

Clever. Thou didst hear 
I did ; ao like her, 'twere a cnnning eye 
Could teil the one from the other. That'a my hand ; 
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I take 't away, aiiil siiow it tliee again : 
Is that anotlier band ? 

Sir Fol. Knave, 'tie the aaiiie. 

Clever. Miscall me not, friend ! Kimve is not rsiy 

But Obadiah. Use me civilly, 

That do inätmct thee, who art ignoranc. 

Not more in likeüeas is that iiand the aame, 

Than Hero Sutton is Ruth Mapleson 

Ib featurc, figuve, face, cotnplexion, all 

That makes tho out ward wonian — but within, 

Winter and summer are not !e3S akin ! 

Sir l'al. How, knave ? 

CUver. I told thee not to call me " kuave : " 
My name ia Obadiah, 

Sir i'al. Obadiah 
I'll call tliee then. How are tliese couains as 
Unlike as wintcr is to snmmer ? 

Clever. Thus. — Is winter barren ( so ia the maiden 
Hero ; iä it made up of fogs and rain ? so is the maiden 
Hero of vapotu^ and the spieen ; hath it much cioud, and 
little sun ? so hath the maiden Hero great disconteut, 
small content ; liath it long night, and brief day ? so 
liath the maiden Hero lasting displeasure, short favottr ; 
is tbere any depending upon it ? no more is there upon 
the miuden Hero ; do you wish it heartily away ? so 
would you be rid of the maiden Hero. 

Sir Fol, I fear thou art a slanderer. 

Clemr. I sec 
Thou lack'st good manners, which is grievous, friund. 
In one of thy degree. Thou caUest names 
As soavengers that quarrel in tlie streets, 
Most niibecomingly ! 

Sir Fol. Well ; now procecd. 
What of her couain ? 

Ckeer. Though a godly man, 
Yet am I fleah and blood, and thou dost vex 
My spirit, friend, by so misusing me. 
I teil thee once again, niy name is not 
Liar, nov knave, nor slanderer, nor anght 
But Obadiah. 
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Sir Val. "Well— enoiigli of that : 
Her Cousin ? Come ! Her cousin ? 

Clever. Tboiigh I am 
A man of peace, I am 3 Taliant man. 
I combat nut, biit yet tlie Clements 
Of war are given me, friend ! I am füll of tbenn, 
Save what ia in me of the gnodiv tlitng 
That mortifies t!ie flesli, and keepa tlicm in 
Subjectiou ! Yea, I am a warlike man ! 
Yea, verily, a Tery warlike man ! 

Sir V(ä. I ask thy pardon. 

Ckter. I do grant it thee ; 
Thou dost a proper thing ; and now shalt hear, 
Wherein the maiden Ruth, who, oiitwardly, 
Is to the m^den Hero what that maiden 
Isto herseif, is, inwardly, rererse 
Äs Summer ia to winter. 

Sir Val. Prithee on ! 

Clever. Is siimmer fertile ? ia sitmmer olear 1 ^t! t 
little cloud, much sun, long day, and short n ^ht — and 
that more liko day, than night ? is Summer o atant 
and do you wish it never away ? so is the ma ien R tli 
bounteoua; ao is the maiden Ruth cheerfnl; so 1 itl t>be 
twenty amiles for one frown ; laating favour, hrief 
displeasiire, which you would almost take to be favour ; 
so is she little liable to change ; so would you wish to 
have ber evcr with you ! 

Sir Val. Where dwella this cousln ? 

Cleeer. In Greenwich, frieiid, wbither thou goest ; 
not in the same house with him that sends for thee — 
for light dwelleth not with darknesa — but in another 
habitation, where her books, and her flowers, and her 
own Sweet thoughts, which are fairer and wiaer than 
either, are her only companions, 

Sir Val. I'll go with thee to Greenwicb. Lead on ! 

Clever. Hold, friend ! — You muat do all thinga 
soberly. 
^Tkey go out. Clever preceding, with extreme 
gravity. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.—Tkc OuUkirts of Lmdm.. 

Enter Eustace »»■/ Walsingu.im. 

Ev»t. Now for tlie confidence you promised me. 

Wid, Canst thou not guess my story ? Look at me ! 
Seem my years more than liia you'd reckou in 
Life's outset, when beneatli our feet all's flowers, 
Above our heads all siin ? Canst not divine 
Wbat could alone o'ercast aiid wither thus ? 
Nor only take away tlie adjtnicts sweet 
Of that fair prime of Itope, biit pvospeet leave 
Of nought bnt clotid and barrenness ? 

Emt. Ambition ? 

Wal. No; tbat'a an aftGr-gamf. Tliere's one we play 
Before, o"er wliicli the lieart doth tlirob, ns o'tT 
Nene other ! wliere we throw tlie die, whose tum 
Nine times in ten's tlie oracio foreteils 
AU cliance to conie ! wliich, if we play in camest — 
And ligbt are they, who of tliat gamo raake liglit — 
We make ourselves for ever, or lose all, 
Doubling the value of ouv being, or 
Rediicing it to naught ? — a game, metliinks, 
Wbich you liave play'd at — liovo. — Ani I not right ? 

Emt. You are. 

W<J.. You didn't wia ! 

Eu»t. \h.M\tal%ngly~\. I — didn't. 

WcA. IIow? 
You speak as one that yet did neitlier lose — 
Whose game not yet was out — a elianee, altliougl» 
"With heavy odds against him. Mark me ; if 
Thou hast rivals whom she cntertains like tliee, 
With just so much of bopa as doth suffico 
To keep them suitors still, while each can say, 
She's tninc, as well as t'other — give her iip ! 
Away with her ! Abandon her for ever ! 
Thou woo'st, what, if thou win'at — thetongueiskind — 
Not tbat doth give theo joy — but wish thee dead ! 
The keeper, not tlie owner, of a thing 
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Wherein ia lock'd thy üfe, and tliy life's gems — 
Thr peace and honour dear ! 

Eu»t. Won such a iiiaid 
Thy love ? 

Wai. Not such a maid ! No ; a!ie did Hve 
Forhid to all but me. The statue's ear 
And eye, you'd tliink, as niuch perception had 
üf wonder at the conaumniate chisel's skill, 
As hers of praise from otiiera" eyes and tongues. 
But, oh ! at lightest glance or aound of mine, 
How would the rieb and fair-wronght niarble glow ! 

EiiSt. Thou mourn'st her dead, then? 

Wal. Dead ? — Ay, dead ! a corpse, 
A raouldering corpse, that's with corniptiun housed, 
Whicb skill mcdicinal can ne'er testore 
To its aweet life agaln ! — the which to weep 
Is all that fondest eyes may look for now. 
The life, alas ! of her fair honour's gone ! 

Euat. "What ! lived she hut for tliee, and gave ahe u 
Her riebest jewel to another ? 

Wal You 
Shall hear my story. What in form she was, 
I will not paint to you, — Each lover iias, 
You know, the fairest she^aay, mine'a a paragon 
As much aa thine — ^nay, of the very charni 
That's crest of all, thou wilt hnt niake a seat 
To monnt aome plume of hers, whom thou affect'st, 
That shall transcend it far ! I know it — so 
Porbear. Yet had you e'er aet eyea upon her ! 
Oh ! she did stand alone ! To truest hearta 
The sight of her was wonderfu! eptrangement, 
Weaning them for a time from things, howe'er 
Clnng dotingly to hefore — that mistresaes 
Have aadden'd to aee eyes, that blaiicd on them 
Ere they were tum'd awny, tum back again 
Listleas and iey cold ! Riches and rank, 
Bestudded o'er and gilded, have look'd blank 
To aee themaelrea outshone without a gem ! 
Nay, very hostesses, whose only care 
Was to behold their costly huswifry 
Approved, have been discomfitcd to see 
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Theit tablee crown'd as ne'er they were before, 
Aod she tlie only garnish of tlie board ! 

Eust. Tliought you not otliers' eyes did see like yours ? 

Wal, No ! 110 ! I saw they did — I feit tliey did — 
Feit it through many a pang of doubt — but not 
Tliroiigh fear of her demerita, hut uiy owa! 

Euit. Ne'er gave she cause to Joiiht ? 

fVal. No ! 

Eml. Still she fail'd ? 

Wal, As life — wben health, tliat ia the heart of life, 
Seems Sound to the very core ! has iicVt givcn sign 
Of flaw or speck — this moment in the bluom — 
The iiext, is blasted! 

Eutt. What you do assert, 
The inore you do assert, the more I doubt ! 
Wbat ! truth to falsehood in a moment turn .' 
Virtue to vice? Love to estrangement ? Love ! 
And in a woman '. Had sbo loved before ? 

Wal. No! 

East. Her first love, too ! But she was a child ? 

Wal. No ; in the blusli of bursting womanhood. 

EiiH. Andleft tliee for another? No declining 
Of that first passion ? Never aeen to wan 
A little now— iiow more ? but all at once 
Go out ! Impossible ! Yoii've been deceived ! 
Abiised ! you have ! my life, ray soul upon it ! 

Wal. Tliey're costly pledges to be forfeited ; 
Then risk tliem not ! 

Eilst. Wiiat canat thou set against them ? 

Wal. Proofs ! facta ! 

Efist. Facts ? 

Wal. Facts ! M// cause thou wast engaged in ? 
IIow is't I fiod tliee in anotber's liated ? 

Eiitl. Whose ia tiie cause of her thou loveat, but thinei' 

Wal. Not if she's falee. 

East. But if she's truei 

Wal. She's not! 
By truth, sbe's not ! 

Eusl. By trutli, she is ! — unles?, 
Things, that do coincide mucb as the Käst 
Aiid West — high Ileaven and tbc Abvss — noondav 
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And midniglit — ^reason and madness — eontraries 
Confess'd and palpable — for so opposed, 
I owii, do your averments seem to nie — 
You prove are in atcordance. 

Wal. Listen, then ! 
Whi) wins a prize, thou know'st wins enyy too. 
Witli auch a prize tliou wilt not wonder then 
That many grudged my fortune ! 'Mong the rest 
Was one — a satire on the saucy code 
That makea the wreath of merit birth-right, when 
"No law can mate the grace that wins it so. 
This titled proiligate alone, no check, 
Reverse, rebiike, rejection, could divert 
From presaing still hia suit : my arm had tried it, 
But that she hung upon it, minding nie 
The life l'd peri! was the heart of hcra ! 
She did ! — and for enforcement ehow'd to nie 
Vonchers on voiichers — genuine sighs and tears ! 
Art couldn't feign such — I'll do justice to her — 
She then was tnie — aa true aa h^gard eince ! 
Wliy weep'st thou ? 

Eust. Thou dost weep ; and tears draw tears, 
When grief itself doth fall. 

IVal. Then dry your eyes ; 
You'U no'er see mine again! you think me loat 
To honour ? 

Eu3t. No! 

Wal. What ! not to weep a wanton ? 

Eust. 0, not a wanton ! 

fVal. How! 

Eust. Not then a wanton ! 

fVal. Not then ! The dovil waa once an angel— what 
Of that ? He feil !— who weeps him ? no one ! What 
Tbough she was once a spirit of light, as he was, 
When now she'a black aa he ? 

Eust. Nay ! 

iVal. Doubt it not ! 
To cavil at the right we feel to writhe 
Is aggravation, that adds wrong to wrong, 
And drives before-o'erburthen'd patience niad ! 
The sun did stare lipon it ! — 'twas not iewdness 
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ChamberM — beliiiid tlie cnriain — 'twas i'the streel, 
Ligiit as noonday could make it ! — witlioiit clnak ! 
Hood ! vei! ! — Sow call it queatiotiabk» ! Notbiug 
To niaak the wantcin ! — Oh 1 for a thunderbolt, 
To strike me tben ! — Froin a noted, libell'd stew, 
Iied by the noble libertino — liis tropby, 
"Wom on bis arm in tlie gazc of üvcry eye — 
I saw her issue. 

Emt. Did she shun tbue ? 

Wal. No! 

Euat. That was a proof of innocenee. 

»W. Ofguilt! 
Rank ! rank 1 — a sudden and entiru inf'ection, 
A tonch and rotteiiness ! as froni the bite 
Of a serpent, in an instant, ruddy life 
To black comiption growa ! Why ahould she shun me '( 
She had her tale at band ! 'Twas but to make 
Her paramoiu- her friend ; their asaignation, 
A freak of chance ; ber reconcilement to 
A Ulan slie luathed before, a debt ; and fi>r 
That debt assign a cause eqnivalent ;~ 
All which she did in a breath ! 'Twas clear, sir ; clear ! 
The truth spoke for itself ! .Faot bom of fact — 
NoTight out of place or disproportioiiate ! 
As obviously tbat follow'd thia ; this that ; 
As this dotli chime with this, and that with tliat '. 
A tbing one must believe ! From end to cnd, 
A lie, air ! — Ile had saved her from a villain I 
The Tillai» ! Wheii appeal'd to, he did damn her ! 
" He fain would bear lier out ! Hia life was hers ! — 
" His fortune — but «pon a point of honour — 
" In qiiestion with a man of bonowr — not 
" That be denied ber fair averments tliough — 
" He pray'd slie would excuse liim !" 

Eiist. You believed bim ! 
Him you believed, that ne'er was true before ! 
Her disbelieved, waa ne'er before but true ? 

JVa/. She did admit it, 

Eiisl. How? 

IVaL Ey damning süence ! 

Enal. Is't guilt alüiiu, convicted, tliat keepa silence '. 
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Guilt — saucy guilt — tliat dares to break the law 
Of God and man ! Remember you no case, 
Where innocenee accused hath all at once 
Been strickea dumb ? — appall'd to uadergo 
The Charge of sin, that never coiild endure 
The thought of sin ? Appearancea against her, 
And witnesa for lier none, but her own lieart ? 
Her very blood betraying her, deaerting 
Its post «pon her cheek, whence, were it boid 
As Loaest, 'fore a host 'twould ne'er give way ! 
ßemember yoii no case like this ? or if 
Your memory none records, is auch a one 
So much at odds with probability, 
Your fancy cannot image it ? A woman, 
Young, charily brought up, aa veatal for 
The fane ! Suppose a novice so sincere, 
She loved and knew it not, tili, by its aigns, 
Othera more skill'd did find the pausier out. 
And teil her that ahe loved ! 

Wal. Thou draw'st herseif ! 

Ertii. And such a one, hy accident or plot, 
Suddea to stand in such predicaniünt 
As of her hononr Talid queation founds — 
In preaence too of him whoae value for 
Tlie gern doth make it doubly, trebly, dear — 
And then, appealing to a villaiii's truth, 
To find the tongue, should olear, but blurr'd her more ! — 
Oh ! I would aak for aigns of life as aooa 
From lipa of stone, as look for worda from hers ! 
She couldn't apeak ! Speak ? breathe ! she would be 

stunn'd 
To ntter lapse of every sense, exccpt 
That at her heart, whicli told it at that tirae 
It would be bliaa to break ! Should she be true 
At laat — 

Wal. No more of this ! 

Eust. Have I not ahaken — 
Not much, but somewhat — aay, a little — say, 
A very little — your belief of her 
Dishonour ? 

Wal. Speak not of her. 
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East. If she is pure, 
Despite appearaoces, as first you tliought lier : 
Constant, despite dcsertion ; and despito 
Wrong8,8corEiiig8,braDdmg8,fond; — itmaybe fouder — 
For woman's love'a a plant, I've often lieard, 
Whicti mocketh all tliat tlirive in winter time, 
Not only keeping gteen, but growing then. 

fS'al. You take, metliinks, stränge interest in herfate ! 

E>Mt. I Iiave a friend, wiioso fate reserables hers — 
"Wlioae cause I'm sworn to riglit ! Besides, we're friends. 
Tliou art not bappy ? 

Wid. No. 

Eilst. I'd see tlice ao. 
To ItavG tliec so, I'd wisli tliee in tlie wrong. 
She's not forgotten — is she ? 
Would sbc were ! 

Eml. Perhaps thou lovest her still i 

W(d. Tu madness ! There's 
My «lalady. I love her— not what she is, 
But what she was. Wliat'a present — that's her swerving, 
Tliat's palpable, 'which you may see, touch, handle, 
Define, weigh, prove by any t^ is real — 
Feets but a phantasm, a conceit, a dream, 
A horrible one ! — in contraat witli what's past. 
Her wortb, her love, her constancy, that vauish'd 
Ol e'er you question'd them. 

Eu*t. Art suro of that ? 
Come, come, thou'rt not, at least, thou'rt not quite sute. 
Now did she stand before thee undismay'd, 
Confiding in thy honour — say tliy patience — 
Say thy endurance — 

Wal. If roy oyes could look 
The mandiite of my soul, they would flash lightning on 

To blast her wbere she stood ! What ails theo ? 

Engt. Nought — 
TVhat did I do ? IIow did I look ? What saw'st, 
To aak ? Did I tum pale, or start, or what ? 
Do I tremWe ? Feel ! — I am past fear, grief, pain, 
As death ! Give me thy arm, and come with nie. 
I'U show theo what a piece of rock thou thonglit'tt 
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Did quake. Thou a false woman, aa thou tliink'st Iier, 
"Would'st revenge — I would revenge a woman wrong'd, 
Bitterly wrong'd ; so wrong'd, that after her 
None should oomplain of hardship ! Come ! and see, 
Whiüh holds bis purpoae moat tenaciously. 

{^Tkey go out. 



SCENE ll.~A Chamber in Hebo's Home at 

GremteicA. 

Enter Sm Valentine and Clevbb. 

Sir VeU. I teil thee, I muat see her ! 

Clever. Friend, thy face, 
Albeit no modest one, thy deeda outdo 
In forwatdneas ! I brought thee but to see 
The maiden'a houae — and thou would'st enter it ! 
Nor therewith rest'at eontent — but must have speecli 
"With her that owns it, and escheweth thee 
As all «ngodly thinga ! — 

Sir Fal. And I will have it ! 
So teil thyself — but gently say to her, 
A stranger craveth audience. Mind — a stranger. 
And do my bidding ; elae I may folget 
Thou art a man oE peace, and, may be, beat thee. 
Yea — beat thee — I repeat it ! and, I pray thee, 
Make me not do't again ! 

Clever. I will submit — 
Ere I will use the argnment o' tb' flesh, 
For tbat would hurt my spirit. Umpli ! I am gone ! 
[Goes out. 

Sir Fal. So far, so well ! Admittance I have gaiii'd. 
And now an audienee wait — but douhtingly. 
Her cousia ! — Tlien behoves me eliange my name, 
Elae, knowing me for Hero'a auitor, she 
Will spum me. Yes ! l'll even call myself 
Sir Launcelot de Vere. — Can this be she ? 
The knave hath mock'd me — and the World of hopea 
That sudden roae to my imagining 
Dotb melt to nothing. — Stay ! — It forms again ! 
It growa to probability. — No Tapour 
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That takes a passing form, is liero and gonf. 
Biit a sintere and palpablc creation ! 
AnotUcr Hero is there — or I do see 
Tlie aame ! — Ob, likeness to beholding, e'en 
Incredible ! tbat makes witli wonderoient 
The Vision waver, and the uttcrance fail ! 

Enfer Heru fdisgtiised us liefore}. 

Hero. W«ll ? Whaf s yosir wiU ? 

Sir Val. For^ive me, ladf , if 
IVitli oocupation of mine eyea, awliilc 
I did forget the offi.ce of my tongiie 
To give thee 'ciistom'd salutation. 
Still would I gase, nor apeak ; art what thou seem' 

Hero. Wbat seem I, friend? 

Sir VaL LikenesB — unlikeness ! A tliiug 
Most different — and yct the very same ! 
What I would give averment of most strong — 
Again most strong d«ny ! The form of the bane, 
With the sweet virtuc of the antidote ! 
The rose was canker'd yesterday, to-day 
Freahness and soundnesa to the very coi« ! 
Oh beauty that doth know ita proper pride, 
And nothing deigns to ask to set it off 
Except simplicity, tliat offers nonglit, 
Yet all that's due performs ! I have not lived 
Till now ! — I have but dealt with shows of life, 
Automatons, that do not not know tSiemselves, 
But act from causes are no part of them ! 
But here is nature's meohanism — mind 
And souI — a body fitting tliem, informing 
AVith motions of their own. 

Hero. Friend, art thou mad ? 

Sir Val. Mad, lady? 

Hero. Rational, thou eanst not be ! 

.S'(V Val. Not rational ? 

Hero. If that — which much I duubt — 
Certain not favour'd with the graee of truth. 

Sir Val. Doubt'st thou I «tter aught but tnitli '' 

Hero. I duubt 
Thy wits, tl)y wisdum, or tliy truth. Xot mad. 
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Thou art not wise — if wise, thou speak'st not trutli. 
And sootli to say, tliy dress of Tanity, 
Tliy looks of wildneae, and thy air assured, 
Where one who knew propriety would feel 
Disturbance — thia abrupt intmsion, wliich 
Nor leave, nur introduction, nor acquaintance 
Doth juatify — approve thee void of truth, 
Unwise, or mad ! — if none of theae, a man 
Of cloddiah aature, base and Ignorant ! 

Sir Val. Oh! say not cloddish nature I Saynotbaae, 
Nor Ignorant ! It ia the dignity 
Of man, that the bright stara do tempt hia mind 
To soar the empyrean where they sit, 
Placed infinite beyond terrestrial reach, 
And Scan tlicir uaea and their esaences, — 
High arguuient of bis affinity 
To him tiiat made them, and the immortal light 
That shall outlast this filmy, shadowy sphere 
Whereon they look and smile ! 'Twas told to me 
That thon wast perfect fair — I doubted that, 
For I had found, methouglit, tlie paragon 
Of boauty's wealth in woman ! then 'twas s^d 
That tliou wast wiae— I wish'd thee that, for atill, 
Tliougli oft at fault, in noble houae IVe lodged 
Noble inhahitant ! 'Twas Said again 
That thou waat good — then I believed thee wise, 
For wisdom should bear goodness or no fruit ! 
And good and wise, believed thee faireat too, 
And coveted ! Nor come I without leave — 
Thy simple life, escbewing worldly forma, 
Was pledge for leave ! Nor lack I introduction. 
That honest errand bring to vouch for me. 
Nor, least of all, acquaintance— ■! have known thee 
Since matured thonght, my nature's fondeat wisli 
Informing, told it loveliness of soul, 
Yet more than body, doth belong to woman. 
And, therewith when abiding, doth make up 
The highest sum that eartldy happiness 
Amounts to — nearest what we hope in Heaven. 

Hero. Friend, dost thou know thou talkest to a 
Sir Val. A worm ? [worm ? 
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Hero. A mite ! 

tiir Val. A mite ? 

Hero. Nor yet a mite — 
A congregate of evils, whereunto 
The worm and mite are strangers ? 

Sir Val. Evils ! 

Hfro. Know'st not 
Tliat beauty will take cold? will Uave the tooth-aclie ^ 
"Will catcli a fever ? — tliat its peacliy clieek 
Will canker iu a night ? — that its sweet Ups, 
Palace of smiles, spasm doth compel to change 
Their garish tenants for uncoutl» contortions ? 
That its fair dress of pride — its velvet skin — 
Ilumours will spot, discolour ! — that, in brief, 
It is n thing in value vanishing 
As fickle merchandise, whicli ratps to-day 
Enormously — the next, may go a-begging ? 
And, worse than all, that its chief merit lies 
In wishing, not poasessing ? — coveted, 
<Jf purchase meaaareless — obtain'd, worth notliing. 

Sir Fol. Thou mean'st the beauty that but meets 
the eye ? 

H«ro. I mean the beanty thou alonc dost sec. 
And provest thou only see'at. Why, what painn 
Tliou takest witli a common piece of clay 
To Set it off! a fine account to turn 
The bow of God to — meant for spiritiial. 
And not corporeal use — with divers tiuts 
To clothe thy body ! besides lading it 
With the mine's produce — gems and metals — proof 
Far more tcühoul concems theo than witliin ! 
Ob ! tbat a nature of immortal reach 
Sliould hoiise its aspirations in a crib 
Like tliis poor tiny world ! and, taught to look 
Above the ooroneta of the fmr stars, 
Go proud with graina of dust and gossamer, 
The property of things inferior to bim, 
As motes unto the sim ! But I forget — thy errand ? 

Sir Val. Love .' 

Hero. 'Tis clear, thon'rt niad ! What ! love 
Whora tliuu. didst nüver sec ? 
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Sir Val. Nay, pardon me 
And let tliy patience lend me audience, while 
I show thee niy credcntials, on the faith 
Of whicli I come. I have seen tliee very oft — 

Hero. Stark mad ! 

Sir Val. Nay, rational — as rational 
As reaaon in its soberest, perfect mood — 
Held oonverse with thee, countless times. 

Hero. Broke loose 
From Bedlam ! 

Sir Fol, Walk'd and sat with thee— 

Hero. I trust 
Thy keeper is at band ! 

Sir Val. He eame with me. 

Hero. Where is he ? 

Sir Val. Here, although thou see'at liim not. 
My keeper 's Love. I have woo'd thee for a montli ! 

Hero. Hoa l help ! 

Sir Val, Be not alarm'd. 

Hero. Nay, touch me not ! 
"When didstthou break thy chains? 

Sir Val. I wear them yet ; 
The subtie onea that self-samo beauty forged, 
"Which now I look upon — most gorgeous dresa, 
But by another wovn, 

Hero. Oh I you have Joved 
One that resembles me. 

Sir Val. I have. 

Hero. 'Tis not 
A fit, then ? 

Sir Val. No ; for fita are vanishing. 
Thia ia a mood like nature'a, lasts for life. 

Enter Clbvbb, 
Clever. Why didst thou call ? I heard thy voic 

Hero. AU's well, good Obadiah. 

Clever. Is it so? 
Then I niay go again. Young man, beware 
Thou frighten'et not that maiden. We are meek. 
And offer not offence ; but meeting it, 
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As injnry will make the worm rebel, 

M'e turn, and we aie strong — yea, very sti'ong ! 

Wliusi! wratli, albeit a pebUe, liath avail 

To smite a giant ! — tlierefore, tempt it not ! 

Umph! [(;«■« ..v(. 

Hero. Thou liast known a maiden like me ? 

Sir Val. Yes ; 
I liave loved a maid, most like tliee — most «nlike ; 
Without, a« costly,— bat witliin, as poor 
To thee, as peoury to affluence. 

Hero, Änd did'st tUou luve and woo her for a nidiitii. 
And a defaulter thus ? 'Twas grievous lack 
Oi penettation. 

Sir Val. Nay, 'twas specious gjiow 
Tliat valid credit won. 

Hero. Thou art a man 
Like all thy worldly class, of shallow mind. 
Tliy hcart ia in tliine eyes : what pleasetL them 
lesureofthat. 

Sir Val. Nay, I had tlien loved on. 

Hero. Wliat cured thy love ? 

Sir Val. I saw her in a dance 
Light nature sliow — 

Hero. A dance ! Oh ! I have heard 
Of such n thing. An idle pasfciine. What 
But folly Cornea of folly ? Do you dance ? 

Sir Val. I do. 

Hei-o. IVliat kind of a thing ia it ? Come, show mc ! 

Sir Fol. I pray you to excuae me. 

Hifro, Nay, but dance. 

Sir Val. I pray you, ask nie not. 

Hero. Thou danceat badly ? 

Sir Val. Nay, 1 liaTe won some credit in the dance. 

Hero. Then do tke thing thou hast won credit by. 

Sir Val. I cannot. 

Hero. Friend, thou art ashamed to dance. 

Sir Val. Nay, not ashamed. 

Hero. Then, dance ! 

Sir Val. 'Twere ont of time 
And place. 

//(TO. lVh.it, out of time and place, and lu 
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A man of gallantry, to do the thing 

A lady wislies him ; and lie the wliüe 

Ott sufferance in her prescnce ! I do see ! 

Thou art iu a giave mood, and for a man tO dance. 

And look like Solomon, I must snppoae 

"Were more offence to seriousness, than wear 

A cap and bells, Friend, it is very clear 

Thou canst not dance, and look like a, wiae man — 

Yet thou did'st woo a lady, tliou did'st say. 

And cast her off, because she did not dance 

With gravity ! 

Sir Fol. She danced with lightness more 
Than lightest measure warranted. No thing 
A modest woman does — say that it touches 
The utmost Terge of licence — but that cincture, 
Of better proof than zone of adamant, 
Its holy and offcncc-repelHng firea 
Döth wave around her, that the libertine, 
TJnwon by honour, yet is tamed by awe ! 
She danced to gladden eyes whose buming glances 
Tum thonghts of honest men on flashing swords, 
On flame at stains wasbed ont alone by blood ! 
Tho empire of her beauty gi'ing prey 
To parasites, who love for their own ends. 
And by their homage shame ! 

Hero. We have talk'd enough. 

Sir Val. Your patdon ! Yet we have not talk'd at 
aU— 
The errand yet untold, that brought nie here — 
I would have leavo to woo theo. 

Hero. Thou ! a man 
Ofthe vain World! 

Sir Val. Nay, of no world but thine ! 

Hero. Thon of nty worid ! How comest thou by 



Lace, ribbons, tinsel, trinkets, slasbes — not 
To name that most egregioua vanity 
Thou mountest in thy cap, and the poor bird 
It waa purloin'd from wore for use, not show! 
Bebuko and leeson to its wiser loid ! 
There's not a portion of theo bnt bespeaka 
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Ransacking oF the eartli and sea — and all 
To recommend thee unto eyes, whose owners, 
Be they the homeliest, behoid thy betters 
In their own mirrors. 

Sir Val. I will dress to please 
The eyes of none but thee. 

Hero. Thoa sliould'st be ricli — 
Too ricli for modeet happiness, and all 
Beyond is but the nanie ! Eiches are bara 
Prevent iis enter Heaven ; how then be doors 
On earth to aiimit us unto aught of Heaven ? 
How niany hundreds brings thy rt'ntal in ? 

Sir Val. As many as niake iip a thousand poimds 
To welcome every quavter. 

Hero. Poor young niai! ! 
How I do pity thee ! 

Sir Val. I will reduce 
My revenue. 

H&ro. Canst thou reduce the wants 
Tliy revenue hath gender'd— foes to tlice 
Under the masques of friends ? 

Sir Val. My every vvant 
Is now suramed np in one. 

Hero. Hast thou a title ? 
How art thou named ? 

Sir Fol. Sir Launcelot de Vcre. [Launcciüt ■ 

Hero. How would'st thou bear be call'd pkii 
Thou would'st not know thyaelf. We have nu titlcs, 
Names, being of themselves, no part of us, 
We only valuc as distinguishing 
One from anotlicr. Stephen, Ephraim, 
John, Obadiah, Solomon, suSice. 
A\\ adjuncts eise, as Misters, Sirs, Earls, Dukes, 
We do regard as superfluities. 
Sir Launcelot de Vere ! I neither like 
Title nor Christian name, More proper far 
Would Peter fit~or Mark, or John, or Luke, 
Or Nicodemus — names of men of peace, 
And sounding passing sweet. 

Sir Val. The name ismine 
Thou "ivpst me 
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Hero. So thoii believeHt now ; 
To-morrow, tliou wilt be the former man. 
Nor must I longer talk with thee ; for aweet 
I own the jiroffBr of thy duty comea, 
Älthough by me received mistrustingly. 
Persiat not, friend, or I will wholly doubt 
What half I would believe ; — which, if indeed 
Thou meati'st— and, here, the franliness of » maid 
Doth overshoot her coynesa — thou canat prove 
Hath matter weighticr than airy words. 
Farewell ! Wliat shall I call thee ? 

Sir Val. Launcebt. 

Hm-o. So aoon forgot. 

Sir Val. Mark, Obadiah, Job, 
Peter, or — or — I lack the other names, 

Hero. No matter ! These are grateftil aa the rest, 
Nor 'mongst tbem Peter least ! What a sweet name 
la Peter ! — I will call tliee Peter, though 
It be for the last time [5^A«]. Farewel), friend Peter. 

Sir Val. Stay ! How may I call thee ? 

Hwo. Say, Ruth. 

Sir Val. Farewell, 
Fair Ruth ! 

Hin. Fair Ruth ! So soon forgot again ! 
Friend Ruth, thuu ought'st to say. 

Sir Val. Friend Ruth, farewell ! 
And yet another word ! Have I thy leave 
To come to thee again ? 

Hero. That must dopend 
On how thou com est. 

Sir Val. Then aure I come again ! 
Friend Ruth ! 

Hero. Friend Peter ? 

Sir Val. May we not ahako handa ? 

Hero. That muat depend on how thou shakest 
hands. 

Sir Val. Why, how should I ahake hands ? 

Hero. Why, soberly. 

Sir Val, Then soberly, friend Ruth, shake hands 
with nie. 

Hero. There, that ia long enough ! 



db,Google 



322 WOMAN'a WIT ; OH, 

Sir Val. Ono more word yet — 
Friend Ruth, may I not kiss thy liand ? 

Hero. Friend Peter I 

Sir Val. I'll kiss it soberly — yca, soberly. 
Farewell — once more— farewell ! — One more. — It is 
A banquet gatbers appetite. 

Eimr Cr,EVER. 

"Wbat dost thou ? 

Sir Val. Nothing. 

Clever. Yca, a thing dotli vex 
The spirit of tbe maideii, and to mine 
Dotli give disturbance — yea, a forward thiii;^, 
Abomination to tbe faithful — yea, 
Abomination. — Go ! \J*laiä.ng himidf hetween them. 

Sir Val. Farewell! 

Clener. Avaunt! 
Such things become not eyes like hers or mine 
To lock upon. — Avoid ! 

Sir Vol. Farewell ! I'll come 

Hn-o. Then conie with moro discretiyn, friend. 

Clever. Thou hear'at — avoid ! Eemove thee hcnoo ! 
Begone ! 
Make not a crook, friend. of thy body — say 
Farewell — du nothing more — and go ! 

Sir Val. Farewell ! 

Hero. Farewell ! 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE l.—The Park. 



Enter Lori> Athunbee and P'ELTttv. 

Ath. I did appoint liim to attend me Lere. 
Behovea my door and he be strangers, lest 
Our practicea be traced. Want dogs bim still. 
And fits bim for my purpose, by tbe threat 
Of ber pemicious tootb. Yet tbere'a a weakneaa, 
I would be had not. He dotb love a cbild ; 
Wbioh sbows bis nature is not callous all ; 
Wbence do I oflitinies dreadsome start of rutb, 
But finds be out fair Hero's close retreat, 
Tbe meagre knave ahall fatten, Soft ! be's bere — 
Well, bave you traced ber ? 

Enter Lewson. 

Lew. Yes ; abe ia at Gtreenwich, 
Wbere I and mine do live and famiah. 

AlÄ. Pool! 
Not to bave guess'd as much, and know abe hatb 
A villa there. Kesides sbe by herseif? 

Lew. She does. 

Ath. Then ia she mine. Canst tbo« obtain 
Secret admission ? 

Lew. Easily, my Lord ; 
Into ber very Chamber, which dotb open 
Into a gardcu. 

AtA. It must be doiie to-night. 

Lew. Most strangely ia slie cbanged. 

Atk. How? 

Lew. In ber dress, 
That's of tbe fasbion of that formal seet, 
Which at all worldly modes exception takes. 

Ath. Indeed! some plot's on foot, and dotb concero 
Her quarrel witb Sir Valentine, To-night, 
Sbe givea me lodging, Stay — we must proceed 
Witb such exactitude, the sun and dial 
Sball Vary aoon aa we ! I'll write it down. £lVrilea. 
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'Sdeatii ! I miist changc a Word ! I'll writu it o'or 
Again, tliat thou may'st bave no Scratch to hang 
Excuse for failure on. There. Be obsevvant 
To the syllable. Away ! Thy grcatest hire, 
For fornier Service, I will doubto for thee, 
Succeed'st thou but in this. 

Lew. Misgive not, sir ; 
I ne'er before did fail yoii. But, so pleasc you, 
Sotue present prompt aupply, Äly cliildren starvc 1 
My wife, to find tbem half a meal a day, 
Ilath wom heraelf tu skin and bone, and now 
(/au drag her limhs no iiiore to forage for tliem. 
Their pressing need rolievc, and du witli niR 
TV'hate'er tbou wilt. 

Ath. There! 

Ijiw. All is noted liere, 
Behoveth nie tu lieed ? 

Ath. No jot forgot, 
I may rely upon thee ? 

Lew. As on one 
Wliose life ia in thy handa. [(Vu« o. 

Atk. The Cards do tum. 

Fei. I pray yoit, what intend you ? 

Atk, He obtiuns 
Admittance ; I am on the watcb, without ; 
She is aJarm''d ; I lieav her cry for help ; 
And to her roscue naturally come. 
I cnter liow I can, and once within, 
Sliape as I may the rest — assured of this, 
She will aocept protection ; giving which, 
I cast what eolour on the case I v.'A\, 
Ensuring payment fntl. 

Fei. Thou art tlie princc 
Of plotters ! 

Ath. Thou art no less royal there. 
So liold we Charge of one another's secreta, 
Neitlier is liko to break. 

Enter Eüstace and Waisisghah. 
Eilst. Lord Athunree, 
I du accusc; thee of a murdcr I and 
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Do undettake to justify myself, 

At the point of thc sword. Hast tlioii the courage to 
Abido the trial, whereunto I now 
Demand of tliee thoii fixest time and place, 
For thy defence ? I do repeat thc charge 
And challenge too — thou art a murderer ! 
And I demand thou pay tUe penalty, 
"Which if I prove defauUer in esacting, 
I am content to leaguer my own life. 
For the third time, I charge theo with the deed ! 
Of felony more capital accuse thee 
Than ever caitiff on the scaiFold paid 
The forfeit of ! A murder cowardly ! 
TJnparallerd ! past human nature savage ! 
Wilt thou confront me? Wilt thou ? Canst thou? 
Darest thou ? 
Alh. Doubt'st thou my answer prompt as tliy de- 
mand ? 
Eu». Give it, and leave not room for question ! 
Whero, 
And when, shall we the mortal issue try ? 

Atk. To-morrow ! — Stay ! — that gentleman thy 

friend t 
Eust. He is. 

Ath. He passea then as Toucher for thee. 
Yet ril prevent miscarri^e in the thing 
Thy heart so eamestly is bent upon, 
To its deep cost, I fear. There ! time and placo 
Yott see are written down. 

[ Wriles on the lack of the paper M hadfint written 
upon. 
Euat. For thia I thank you, 
That I may thoroughly be quits with you. 
And all the payment on thy aide be due. 

Ath. Farewell ! Thou art young, but yet more rash 

thau young ! 
Eust. I am not rash, but by reflection a«t 
Aa 1 do now, with hope my arm will prove 
Staunch as roy tongue. Thou art a murderer ! 

^LoRD Athünbee and Felton go out, 
Wal. My fellow-stiident ! Wonder hitherto 
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Ilatli tied my tongue! Hag he a wroiig witli ilioo 
To settle too ? 

£»M(, He lias ! Let's sec wLat time and place 
He liatli appointed ? Ha ! what's Iiere ? 
Oh, Providence is here ! [.■f«i(&,] A plot to ensnare, 
In helpless ruin like to inine, the heart 
In girlhood still was nearest to my own. 
Then mnst I see theo, Hero ! Pride must now 
Givo way to Ime. Occasion calls mc lienoe, 
More urgent yet than tliat whicli brouglit me hither, 
Nor miist we go togethcr, Question not ; 
But, at our place of practice, give mc mecting 
An IiDur at lea^t ere nooa. 

fVal. 1 shall not fail. li.oes ont. 

Eust. Oll, wliat a case ia mine, to wear tliu brand 
I nevor merited ! — to be denounced 
The child of guilt, that am the daughter free — 
Except the primal all-referring lapse — 
Of iuBoeencc ! To bo amerced of that 
Tlie lo8S of wliich miglit make offenes a thing 
To be commiserated more thau blanied — 
For nothing ! — So ! — Inconstant to him ! — So ! — 
A wanton ! — So !-~The fraraer of a lie ! — 
He loves me still ! I pardon all fot that ! 
Für tliat his tongue shall rail at mc agsän — 
Pronouiice me faithless — liar — wanton — aiight I 
Anght that I am not, for the blessed Aj[ 
That still aasnres him mine ! Oh, I do play 
A novel part. A tolitary niaid, 
Herself to vindicate her injured namc ! 
No fatlier, brother, friend, tfi plead the cause 
Of her wrong'd boaonr, and her baffied love '. 
No Champion left her but a woman's arm 
Back'd by a woman's heart ! — yet, tmsting these. 
And to just Heaven appealing, resolnte 
For life or death to meet the mortal strife !~ 
But where is Hero ? Does thy friend forget thee. 
And thou in peril ? Xo ! She flies to save thee. 

IGm oul. 
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SCENE II.— .4 Ro(m in Heros House at Greenmch. 
Etiler Hero. 
Hero. My game the more I play swccesafully, 
Tho less my eagerness to win it growB. 
'Tis all but mine, and thought of victory 
Sita at my heart so heavy, for defeat 
To tum up now were reapite to mc ! respite ! 
False gains are poor possessions, bringing not 
Content — the touchatone of tnie happiness ! 
And yet I puniab him ! For what ? for right ? 
Retaliation of offended wrong ! 
Yet did he bcar me beyond patience hard, 
Ät once to throw off dnty ! and my slave 
To Start up my dictator, that ne'er yet 
Met bended brow of man — ^in preaence too 
"Where Tassal homage had awaited mo ! 
He should be madc to bow ! and, once become 
My tborough captive, spurna for spurning take ! 
Yet doth he raise him, by thoae lofty thonghts 
He breathea of aeal and hononr for my sex, 
While I do sink as coming sliort tbcrcof ! 
"With thia regard I fail. I mnat see nougbt 
Except my purpose — by the dread of loss 
Yet to enhance my value in bis eyes, 
Propound my terms, and to the iäsue come 
TLat shows him foU'd, and me the conqueror ! 
Enler Clever. 
Clever. Ma'am, lie is come ! 
Hero. Tben show him in, and mind 
■What we airanged, touching thoae friends ofmine 
I am to summon from the other room. 

^CixvER goes out. 
How sbali I stmggle through the race, wherein 
I gasp at aetting out ! 

Enter Clever, showing in SiB Valentine. 
Clever. Hero ia the man 
That wants to apeak vfith thee — ^bo careful, for 
I like hia habit better tban his looks. 
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Hc minds mc of sorae ehild of Satan, ivlw 

J[y spirit hatli offended — watcli liiio, Ruth, 

And advertise me if he troubletli tliee. [^Goes uut. 

Ilei-o. Thy biisiness, friend ? 

Sir Val. Dost tliou not know it ? 

Hero. Yea ! 
If fits thy purpose, friend, thy habit, grave 
Aod goodly must it be — wliat is its shape ? 
Instruction or admonishment, or wliat ? 
Unfold tliee. Be it righteous and discreet, 
I'll hear it as an humble siater ought. 

Hir Val. Dost thon not know me ? 

Hero. Yca ! tliat thou art ono 
Amongat the faithful — bnt I know not wlio 
Tbat one niay be, 

fiir Val. Not know me, sistcr Rutli ? 

Hera. Oh ! is it yon, friend Peter, come again 
Into a new man clianged ! 

H'ir Val. So changed for thce ! 
My fortune I've reduced. Made o'er to thce 
For purposes of lieaveuly charity ! 

Hero. Jtade o'er tliy fortune ? Could I this belieTc ? 
l_Aside. 

Sir Val. My tlionsands, lady, have since yesterday 
To hundreds dwindled, at tliy will. If that 
Contents thee not, but still I seem too ricli, 
Say but the word, tlie hundreds slitink to tena — 
The tens to unita — these again to nougbt, 
That my fond Jove niay win mosfc rieh reward. 

Hero. I dream'd not of such love ! ^Aside. 

Sir Fol. My title gone. 

Hero. Thy title gone ! 

Sir Val. Had it been coatlier, 
More readijy it had been thrown away, 
Aa to tby wish, wlicreto it gave offence, 
A meeter sacrifice ! Flain gentleman 
Is all they rate me now ; if that's too high, 
I'll be piain yeoman, for thy gentle sake ; 
If that, low bind ! augbt lady, aught ! to please 
Tlie wise desiros are guardiana to thy love ! 

//.■-■'). Ilis (itli- likcwisc gone ! I have oershot 
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My mark ! I'U stop !— Too late — I must go on ! — 

Thy work not yet complete. Our sect, thou know'st, 

Prohibits mairiage, eave amoügst its own ; 

To nwniber thee witli whom if tliou inolineat 

To tecommend thee, it behovea thee win 

Somo brother'a, eister's, word — bucIi are at hand— 

"Witt thou siibmit thee to their acrutiny ? 

Sir Vol. At once. 

Hero. But mind, wliate'er tbey do remark, 
Thou takeat in silence — even in good part. 
It will be seandal to me eise, because 
Of entertainiog thee. 

Sir Val. Tliy bidding. law. ^Hero rinffg. 

Enter Clevek. 

Ck'eer. Hatli lie misdone ? Am I to put liim forth ? 

Hero. No ; brother Ephraim I wisb to see, 
Aod witli hin) sister Grace. 

Cheer. Tliey saw the man 
Ascend the steps, and when he was let in, 
They oped the door themselves, and vaiüshed 1 
Thereto advised by his forbidding looks. 
Friend Euth, he's poison to thee. Yesterday 
I lost much grace accompanying him 
From London unto Greenwich, so he vex'd 
My spirit by the lightness of bis galt. 
And niortified me, as he drew the eyes 
Of flauntißg damsels on him ! To reform him 
Is hopeless, for the more I did admunish, 
The more did he ofiend ; tili scandalized 
Beyond endurance e'en of my meek spirit, 
I waver'd between Option to stand still 
And let him on alone, or nm and leave him. 
ObserTC raoreover he's a man of \vrath, — 
Look at him ! He could eat me up — yea, eat me 
Like to a ravening lion a poor lamb! 
Ne'er judged I looks of man — if inwardly 
He does not bite Jiie lips ! Be sure he swears ! 
Yea, he blaspbemeth '. — Get him from thy doors ! 
Eject him from tliem ! Into the liighway with him ! 
Heed not if night or day — in sim or rain — 
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Or lose tliy plfico among t!ie fatliful, Rutil ! 

Umph ! [Goes oul. 

Hero. See tliey do teject tliee — yca, 
Tliey do reject theo ! 

flir Val, Do not thou the aanie ! 
Oll, let mc talk to tliee in iiiy soiil's speech — 
List ! I liave ataked my Üfe on winning tliee ! 
Not in Jaj own breath, but in tliine I live ! 
My portion in the Eun, the carth, and all 
The affliienoe from their topartnery 
Dorived, I have made o'ev to thee, nor now 
Esctpt by tliy viiuclipafing can enjoy ! 
Am I to livo or die ? Nay, tliink before 
Thou speak'st, and those fair tlionghts to Council call, 
Yet rioher thaii tiie sumptiious palace whicli 
They make their proud sojourn ! So like to Heaven, 
Hast not its rntli that makes us daUy bleaa 
Ita govemance ? Thou hast \ and as thou Last, . 
Let it bcam down it? infliiencc on me. 
And savo thy worsliipper ! Thou let'st nie kneel — 
Sure then — O ! eure I do not kneel in vain. 

Hero. Rise up ! These proofs of honest passiou quite 
Confound me. 

Str Val. Hcar me ! O, ths world l the worid, 
That's made up of two hearts ! That is the sun 
It nioves arouud ! There is the verdure ! There 
T!:e flowor ! the fruit ! Tlie spring and autunin field, 
"Whioh in the reaping grows ! the mine that, work'd, 
Aceuraulates in riolies — ever free 
From influenccs of tbe changing stars, 
Or aught, savc that whicli sits above them higher 
Than they above the globe ! — Come ! make with nio 
E'en such a hcavenly world. 

Ilurtj Beseech thee, rise ! 

Sir l'id. In hopc? 

Hero. In hope ! AVliat did I say '. 

•Sil' l'al. Thou said'st — 
TLou badest me rise in liope. lllües.^ Thy iieart is 

Hero. "Tis tonch'd, 

Sir r.<}. Aiidnothinsniorr^ 
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Hero. Perliaps a little, 

Sir Val. How may I call that little ? wliat's its 



If haply of the kind I'd have it be, 

'Gainst all I've thrown away, and ten times mort, 

I'd aet it — Lady, teil me, what's its name ? 

Oh, deal magnanimously witli me, nur 

Wliat 'tis not wrong to feel, when thou dost fee! it, 

Believe 'tis wrong to apeak! Frankly! could'st love me? 

Hero, Frankly, I conld, 

Sir Val. Once more, be frank — and dost thou ? 

Hero. Frankly, I do. 

Sir Val. I Said, " once more be frank," — 
Yet must I say once more be frank again. 

Hero. And if thou dost, I will be frank agsün. 

Sir Val. "Wilt take me for thy husband ? 

H^o. There's my band— 
Ifno impediment forbida thee, claap it. 

Sir Val. None. 

Hero. Soft — l'Ü do't ! 'Twill be a sweet revenge ! 
\_Aside. 
A thougbt dotli strifce me. Thou hast loved a damsel, 
My likeness it should seem— and one know I, 
Who to the Vision so resembles nie, 
Aa dotb myself, niyself; nor can the ear 
That hears us, well detemibe wbicb is which. 
In pitch and tone our Toices so are one. 
The damsel thou affeotcdst may be she — 
Her name is Hero Sutton, 

Sir Vtd. "Tis the same. 

Hero. Another thougbt dotb strike me. Is the name 
Tliou gavest to me thy real one ? Alas ! 
Thy colour mountetli ! It ia clear ! Tliou art 
Sir Valentine do Grey ? Alas ! alas ! 
Your leave to be alone. 

Sir Val. Are you not well ? 

Hero. Oh, yes ; I'm very well, Good e'en ! Quite 
Well as a woman can be when she finds, ^wcll ! 

Too late, sbe rashiy gave her heart away, 
To one, wbose value for the gift will be, 
Soon as he proves 'tis his, to bid her keep it. 
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■Sir Vttl. Tobid her keep it ! 

Hero. As Hero Sutton rues ! 

Sir Fol. Slie nevcr gavc 
Her heart to nie. 

Hero. She did ! yoii know nnt wlien 
A woman gives away lier lieart ! at times 
Slie knowa it not herself, Insensibly 
It goes from lier .' Slie tliinka slie liatli it still — 
If she reflects — wliile snictotUIy nins tlie course 
Of wooiDg ; biit if liaply comes a clieck — 
All iirecoverable— final one — 
Agiiast — forinrn — slie Stands, to find it loat. 
And witli it, all tlie woHd ! 

Sir Val. Ko maid could love, 
And act ns slie. 

Hero. How did sbe act ? 

.S(V Val. r told thee. 
She danced to please a libertine, and pain 
A man of Jiononr, w!io did worsliip her, 

Hero. She d.anced to p!case no man but thee. Your 
eyes, 
Sbe tlioTigbt upon her, did alüne inspire her 
In the mcasure. Thorough conqiiest of the heart, 
She thought was all but fiers, she hoped to roakc ; 
And so, witii all her soul endeavourin g, 
Did lose it all, and with it all herseif ! 

Sir Val. If she had told nie tliis— 

Hero. If sbe bad told ! 
When ? pvay thee, wherc 1 or how l — did'st name a 

pi.», 

Or time, to bear her vindicate berself ? 

Did*8t even bint it to her ? In a breath, 

You doubted, tried, condemn'd, and sentenced ; nor 

'Fore witnesses did'st pity her to spare her ! 

Tliey sbould beware, who charges Jay in love, 

On solid grounds they make tlieni ! for, there are bearts 

So proudly fond, tbat, wrong tliem bere, they'U break 

Or ever tliey will stoop to right tbemselves. 

Mucb such a one is hers ; and yet, witb all 

Her pride — for strong as that, more strong her love — 

Sbe tnisLs to win theo still. 
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Sir Val. She gave me up, witliout a sigli or word. 

Hero. So liad I given tliee up, had I beeü she — 
And I do love thee. 

Sir Val. See me at tliy feet. 

Hero. I can't, with thouglit how thou hast knelt at 
hers. 

Sir Val. Nay, Lear me, but io. pity. 

Hero. She in pity 
Did hear thee ! Much it profited her ! — much ! 
She now, it seema, may sue ! 

Sir Val. I awear to thee 
Eternal constaucy ! 

Hero. Thy witnesses, thy oaths to her! 

Sir Vol. "Where are the smiles just now 
Did beam upon me ? 

Hero. Quenoh'd by Hero's tears, 

Sir Val. By Hero's teara ! She never wept for me ! 

Hero. She show'd tliee not her tears ; but what of 
that? 
Her eyes mig!»t pour, and thou not see a drop. 
I know they did so. 

Sir Val. Let me hold t!iy band. 

Hero. Never, tili her thou hast wrong'd thou offereät 
To right. The world retum to, thon wuuld'at quit 
It seems for me. Resume its habit ; hie 
To Hero Sutton's, whom I will advise 
To look for thee to-morrow eve. R*pcat 
What I have said to thoe. If she denies 
What I aver, be free to come to me. 
And welcome too 1 If ehe acknowledgea, 
The band of her, whose heart thou hast purloin'd, 
Behoves thee ask and take, 

Sir Val. Yet hear me. 

Hero. Nay ! 
These are the terms on which we break or meet. 

Sir Val. If she rejects me ? 

Hero. Thea will Kuth be thine. 

Sir Val. If she accepta me ? 

Hero. Then still thine — She dies ! 

[j Theif ffo out severall^. 
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Chamber in t/ie same Honse, 

Euter Levtsos, /rom Ihe Window. 

Leu: Safe ! Safe ! — all sileiit ! IVlint has turii'd 

From flesh to lead ? 5Iy body, wliiuli to bear 

Tlieir function is, doth seom to drag thein oii. 

I wont not thns to feel. Ferrying across 

From LimeLouse now, I saved a drowning man. 

Twice had he sunk in aight of liis young brood, 

That mth tbeir dam kept fluttering on tlie ahore. 

How tliey did blesa me ! wbile the Standers by 

Did ecbo them, and to inquirers say, 

Tliat ast'd wlio saved him, " Yonder's tbe good man ! " 

And I afoot to do an evil act ! 

Another should bave saved him ! Lct it pa^s ! 

Is tliis her cbambor ? No, her dressing-room. 

Ay, here's her woman's gear. What holds this case ; 

Her paint, I'U Warrant — her cosmetica — auglit 

To give another skin ; they're ne'er content 

With nature's ; patches, perfumes, dentifrice ! 

A book ? — I'll wager one she durst not sbow ! 

A Biblo ! I'mph ! Strange reading that, methiok^. 

For a fine lady. Here's a leaf tiim'd down ; 

Wliat saj*s tlie place 1 It secms to talk to me ! 

I'll read no further 1 So — wUat havo ivc liere ? 

Her letters ! Exeellent ! Her letters ! — now 

To see how tliey can look and talk the aaint, 

And play the ainner still. A hundred puunds, 

The first is an amowr ! — A wretch's prayer 

For help — herseif and children without fooiJ 

For two wliole days ! Wliat, baggage ! beg ere rob ? 

"Wait for a tliaw, and see thy little ones 

Congeal to death i* the icy worid ! — with the thought 

I have a feeling how the tiger'a fanga 

Eend for her eubs a meal ! — What alms did'st hope 

Her ladyahip would give ? — What would suffiuo 

The dressing of her gown she weara a night 

And casts aside for foul ! What's here — is tiiis 
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Her answer — or tlie copy on't ? Indeed ? 

Ay, when ahe gives she gives ! She aecma to tbink 

That poverty, like plenty, is made up 

Of flesh and blood. There's food for dam and whelpa 

For a whole week. The letter'a to my wife ! 

Slie dined to-day — fall to 't — fall to 't — thy brood 

May gorge them now ! Methinks I see them feed ! 

Heavenbleaalier! — IVhat! Heavenbless lier,did I say? 

Then, what do I do bere ? No more of tbis. 

IVe work to do, cbimcs not witb tboiiglita like these. 

No more on't. Footstepa !— so — beast to tby Imr. 



JEnter Himo ; she goes to the mndow, and loolcg out. 
Hej-o. Whetber mine eye witb a new spitit sees, 
Or nature is grown lovelier, I know not ; 
But ne'er, metbinks, was sunaet half so sweet ! 
He'a down, and yet bis glory still appears, 
Like to the memory of a well-apent life, 
That's golden to tbe last, and when 'tis o'er, 
Shines in the witnessea it ieaves bebind. 
Tbey say, a ruddy sunset a fair day ! 
Ob \ may it be a day witliout a cloud, 
Which of my fate doth see tbe cleariisg «p ; 
Tbat I may quote it ever aa a sign 
Of sincere fortune, often as I say 
"Was e¥cr day so brigbt ! IIow ealm is all — 
How calm ain I ! — ^Would every breast I knew 
Uid lodgc a heart as tranqnil. — There was one — 
A niost Strange bistory ! Is ahe ali^ve, 
Ordead! [Eustace apyears at the winäoic.'^ Wbo'a 

Eust. \_entering.'] A friend I 

Hero. Ilelp ! 

Emt. Hush! I come 
For safety ! 

Hero. To tbyaelf? 

Euit. To thee. Look here, — 
Lest I ahould miss thee, I prepared this scroll. 
More brief 'twill teil my errand, than my tongne 
Could do't. 
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Hero. \reads.'] Ixird Atliiinree ! — Tliis very niglit ! 
My house besct — myself by force abstracted ! 

Eust. If thou hast kindred in the neiglibourliood, 
Or friend tliou canst rely lipon, forthwtth 
Of thy immediate danger cautioB tlieni 
By liands yoii can confide ia — for my pains, 
I ])ray yoit pay me with tlie only audience 
)^f some poor moments, when I'll take my leave. 

Hero {to herself^. I need not fcar hiiii ! On liis 
o'ercast brow 
'Tis grief, not guilt, tliat Iowers. — A minute's patiencc, 
I sliall rejoin you. \_Goes out. 

Easl. TliOU art liappy, Heru, 
And ehe that loves tiiee, weeps — but not tliat tliou 
Art happy. Thj fair fortune ia the likeneaa 
Of what was once my own ! It is a faee 
Remindä me of a valued firiend that's gone. 
And which I bleas, the wliile it makea me weep ! 

Hern 'ire-enierini/J. What you advised, I'vo done — 
and now your pleasnre ? 

Etat. Have I yonr leave, I'll ait. I'vo iiscd soine 
haste — 
Am aiimewhat out of breath— I thank you ! So ! 
Pray you be seated, too. You've had your sharc 
Of friends ? — Your 'liaviour's of the winning kind, 
That goodness swectens ! — yon are frank — you love 
Another'ä weal more thao you envy it — 
And such a one makes friends. — 'Mongst tliose you've 

found 
You surely some do miss, eise was your fate 
Paat earthly bleeaing happy ? 

Hero, I'ye lost friends. 

Emt. By— death? 

Hero. By death, 

Eusl. And any by miafortune ? 

Hero. Misfortune ! — No, not any, 

Eust. [rigmff.2 What! — not one ? 
Good night ! 

Hero. What raean you ? Do you take me for 
A season friend, no stauncher than the bird 
The suii doth teil liis timc to come and go. 
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And's witli iis wlien 'tis suniraer ? — O, you 'wrong me ! 
What !— I to love, as doth that Summer bird 
The land he makea his gay aojouming in, 
My friend, because 'tis Teaf and blossom time ! 
Indeed you wrong me ! — Knew I at this moment 
A check I loved, was beggar'd of its smiles — 
Not one left to it — I swcar to thee the next— 
If baeli'd my power my will — before thc next, 
My own should be its neighbour. — Oh ! liow much 
You wrong me ! 

EiMt. Glad I am I've done thee wrong — 
In sooth, I am — and yet I wrong'd thee not, 
I oiily miss'd thy mcaning ! Had'st nut a friend 
Misfortune loat thee ? — not that thou sliunn'dst her, 
But that her hcavy and most stränge afSiction 
To thee and all her sex forbad her aceesa ? 

Hffro. A friend ? a sister ! Wliiit a fatc was Lers ! 
Of all I valued, she the being was 
I leaat could measure worth with. Üf all grace, 
The pattern was she— person, features, mind, 
Heart, everything, as nature had essay'd 
To frame a work which none might find a flaw in ! 
And yet 'tis Said, she feil — and if alle did, 
Let none be siure they'll atand ! She couldn't fall ! 
There's auch a thing as purity on earth, 
And if she feil, there could be no auch thing ! 
She didn't fall ! — no ! no !— I knew her, or 
I never knew myeelf ! Vjrtue with her 
Was not a lesson we muat con before 
'Tis leam'd by heart ; it was a portion of her, 
Much as her stature, feature, limb or ahape, 
Which, saving nature's, band did never give. 
She has been outraged, slandered — aught— but lost ! 
She could not fall — she did not — could not fall! 
What ails thee ? 

Eust. He that sets a banquet down 
To famisb'd ups, serves poison and not meat, 
For, ten to one, the greedy guest doth die. 
Yet doth he bless the host, as I bless tbee, 
That spread'at for me this feaet ! 

Hero. This feast ! What feast ? 
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51i>ve not thy lips thus impotently, or 
I'll think thou (liest indeed ! What feaat do'st mcan ■ 
Is't oiie the heart makes ? 'Tis — tliine eyes do talk 
Language 'twould tax a Imndred tongues to speak ! 
In wonder's ninne, wlio art thou ? Say tliou'rt not 
What thou doat seem, I'll theo teil who thou art ! 
Could I not do't ?— üould I not ?— Helen ?— What ? 
Well ? Am I right ? If ever thou did'at lodge 
A treasure in this breast, ne'er fear to elaim it ! 
'Tissafe — whole — whole — demandit — taka it — coine — 
'Tis thine as e'er it was ! — Well ? 

EuH. lSpeakinffaiÜEi.T.y.] Hcro 1 

Hero. Nay, 
ril bring it to tbee, then ! That's right — weep on '. 
Myaweet! mydear! mypoor! my wrong'd one — yes. 
Wrong'd — wrong'd — I say't again ! Thou need'st not 

speak, 
Thou hast not strength — thou'lt slecp witii nie t<- 
To-morrow for thy story. ["ig'it • — 

Helm. Nay, to-nigbt. 
I'm niore myself again ! — Let it be so^ 
Sit down a while. How hast thou beon, niy Hern ' 

Hero. Weil, sweet, most well. 

Hel^t. Now by the love 
Tliou hear'st me, Interrupt me not, but hear 
My story out. Thou hast been told, tliat from 
A roof wliich aheltera aught but innoceoce, 
In Company with one, wliom innocenee 
That would bc safe abould shun, i' the face of day, 
Thy fricnd was seen to issue. Thither by 
A forged tale of misery alone 
She was decoyed — expos«d to outrage thero — 
Keseued by bim — by him conducted tbence, 
Met in the street ere well Jier foot bad left 
The tlireabold — countenance refuaed her tale 
By liim that aole could vouch ita trutb — by him 
Her tale discredited, whoae eredenee was 
Life ! happiness ! all but honour ! In a word. 
Her virtue blasted, that bad ne'er known bligbt — 
Donounced as canker'd' — ^rutten — that was sound 
As thy own. Hero — ay, as thy own ! 
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Hero. I know't. 

Helen. You know't ? Alas, you know it not — you 
think it — 
Think it in tlie teeth of damning fact. It is 
Your love — your charity. An alnis — an alms — 
Is all tliat friend so kind as even tho«. 
Call render now to me — yet, I'li be righted ! 
But fare-thee-well — 'tis lata ! 

Hero. You'li stay with me ? 

Helen. What ! let mo press thy pure slieets, Hero, 

Abuntedaame? Ilowlhave wTong'd thee! — wouldst 

Believe't i I once came to thy door — but there 

I stopp'd. I was not wont to ask for leave 

To enter it, and I mnat ask fort now ! 

I left thy door again — the certainty 

To See it never ope' thy friend preferr'd 

To but the chance to see it shut upon her. 

Hero. To but the chance to see it slnit upon thee ! 

"What Warrant ever gave I fov sucli chance? 

Oh ! had it wider, free'r ope'd tlian e'er, 

It oniy had aoticipated what 

Its mistress' arms had done — what now they do ! 

You shali not leave — nay, in sooth you shall not ! 
Helen. In thig attire, think, sboiild I here be scen— 
Hero. I'U think of nought, but that thou here art 

But that thou liere shalt stay. Thou canst be gone 
At dawn. Tlioii know'st a thousand things I have 
To ask of thee — how we shall meet again — 
Where I shall find thee — what thy projects are — 
Deny nie not, I pray thee ! 'Twill but make 
The greater beggar of me — Come ! you can, 
You niust — you will — tbis ia my chamber — come ! 

[ The^ go oui. 
Lew. {_Efiiering in duorder.'] I cannot do't ! 
Heaven's on the watch against it ! 
'Tis Said it guarda the good, and if it.does, 
Ita apirits aure are here — they are ! — or why 
This fearful awe come over me ? i feel 
Äa eyea were on me, that I cannot See — 
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Abi)ve ifie Ups tliat speak but are uoheard — 
And hands that have a, thousand thoiisand tiitii;» 
The power of flesh and bloud, yet lack the bulk 
Of air ! Heavea will not have it be — it sets 
Befort' niine eyes, tbo fruit of what I've done — 
To warn me back from what I've come to do. 
Tliat haptess maiden owes her injured name 
Tu nie '. I was the instriiment to ruin her ! 
To fix on her the wanton's braiid, that iie'er 
In chought it seems did know tho wanton's stain- 
Ti> datnn in this world, wliat i' the next is blest ! 
Oll ! heavy sin— Go sin no more ! How's this ? 
(to sin no more ! So Said the book to nie. 
Then Heaven doth care for sinners, it should aeeni '. 
A blessed book ! l'll go and sin no more '. 
The chime ! It lacks a quarter of an hour — 
The very clock doth watch me. Waa't the liour, 
They'd have me in their fearful toik again .' 
Away ! away ! apeed feet, while ye are free, 
Softly and f wift — the iniiiutes fiy ! away '. [ f.-': 



ACT V. 

SlJENE I. — Hero's Toten Ilouee. 

Eitler Sir William Sutton and Emilv. 
•Sir Wü. What ! Helen Mowbray come to life again '( 
Emily. 'Tis even ao ; and metamorphosed as 
You ne'er would dream. But pray you, use despatch. 
On the rcverse of thia ahe gave your niece. 
And which nnthinkingly no doubt was ^ven 
To her, 'tis clear aome mortal work's on band — 
For here are time, and place, and weapon named, 
Upon the part of base Lord Athunrce. 
Therc yot is time ! Prevent it, while yow iiiay ' 
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Sir Wil. \jin^s (he bell.'] Hark, sir ! T.ike cliarge 
of this, and haye it etraight 
Put into esecQtion by the chief 
O' the oity ofßcers — look to it well ! 
And Duw, what means tbis fall aasemhij' call'd 
Of friends and relatives, to feast with Hero ? 

Emily. I maat not tell^but guess. 

Sir Wil. I cannot gucss 
The shapes partioular of women's faacteB, 
Especially in one of Hero'a vein. 
Retains she her disguise f. 

Etnily. No ; caste it ofF — 
And with it, habit more a part of her, 
She is changed bcyond belief. 

Sir Wil. Not my belicf 
When I do see it. 

Eimly. I inust hio to her, 
And set her mind at rest on thia afFair, 
Touching her friend, whicli chance reveal'd to her, 
In time, I trust, the issue to prevent. 
You have given order they be hither brought ? 

Sir Wil. 1 have. Where's Hero? 

Emil)/. In the library. 
In earnest converae still with that Strange man, 
Who pra/d an audience with her, and I think, 
Brought news that has surprised her. Dinner tiine 
Will see an end and Clearing up of all. 

[ They ga out seeerallj/. 



SCENK II.— The oulsHrU 0/ London. 
Enter Walsingham and Helen (jHUI in the disguhe «/ 
Eustacr). 
Wal. Not yet arrived ! 
Helen. 'Tis 'fore the time. 
Wal, How feel you f 
Helm. Cüllected, and myaelf. 
Wed. You look so. Clear 
Yoiir 'havioiir, as this day of trlal only 
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'l'lie ordinary mate of ycsturday, 

Hehn. I sliall !■— -1 am resolved to win, 

Wal. Show me thy 3wor.i. 
Helen. I cannot draw it, bnt 
My iife muat follow. 

IVal. How? 

Helen. It is my heart— - 
This which I wear, is notliing. Call it steel, 
"f is stecl ! — a straw, it oven is a straw '. 
Its stamina not lodging in itself, 
Biit in the use that's made on't. 

Wal. This is calm, 
Upon the eve of combat. 

Helm. Walsingham, 
There is a kind of nature tliat cicnrs nji 
The instnnt it confronts a trying thing. 
In commoii evils, hesitates and fears ; 
In illa of iDomeiit, sliows sedate resolvc. 

Wal. Wliy, that is woinan's proper contradtotion. 

Helen. It passes fort ; hut aometiinos 'bides in mai 
Not tlierein leas of his high caste desevving, 
Thongh so resembüng woman ! Think'st not a'> l 

Wal. Assuredly. 

Helen. You aee this mood is mine. 
Nor was I on my guard to let it out — 
'Twin lose me credit with yon. Best bavi' p.iss'd 
For Sir Redoubtable any day n the ycar ' 
Ymi moro had thought of me. 

Wal. No! 

Hekn. You aay I am calm ^ 
I am so — that ia, a.s to the ieaue of 
This mortal meeting — für 'tis mortal ! — biit 
I have a trouble, and — wilt thou believe me 1 
'Tis touohing thee ! — It grievea me, Walsinghaiii. 
To leave thee an abiiaed man behind me ! 
What thou didst teil me I have pnnder'd well, 
And thereon fonnded argumenta, methinks, 
More solid than I urged on you before. 
They are here — your poor friend's legacy to you 1 
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Stop ! — you're aboiit to speak — don't speak as yet. 
If I should fall, you pledge your gentle Word, 
My body you will liave direct convey'd 
Unto tlie ladv'^ I have li r in named. 

£^Gives another paper. 
Dl d t l u todj— her own ! 
N t ! tb n n fa n ng, fold, loop, tUread 

O th tur th u w It iffer be disturb'd— 
N nt h p be, or stauncha wound, 

s ttl f d d al dead, 

Or anytbiüg ! To tbia, tbou pledgest thee? 

Wal. Dear boy, I do ! 

Hden. Anotlier thing — 

Wal. Whatia't? 
Tbou pausest, aa in doubt I'll grant it thee. 
Wbato'er it be, I'ü swear to do it. 

Helen. Ha I 
Tben thou dost set my heart indeed at rest ! 
Mind, thou liast swom to do't. Eevenge me not ! 
That comprebendeth all ! Don't speak again, 
Till I bave done, quite doiie. Ttiou lovest me? 

Wal. I do. 

Helen. How much ? 

Wcd. As never man befoie ! 

Helen. Speak not of lovo gone by, but present luve. 
Witb tbose thou lovest now, how ratea thy love ? 

Wal. Aa first ! 

Helen. Aa firat of all ? 

Wal. Ofall! 

Helen. All friends f 
Not one before me? 

Wal. No! 

Helm. Not one? 

Wal. Not ono ! 

Hden. And alt love told ? 

Wal. All love, but love itself. 

Helen. Shake liands !— We'll say good bye before 
they come, 
Lest tbere arrive occawon, and no time ! 
Good bye ! — Oh, happy women, that are friends ! 
They may embrace — men cannot do so. 
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IVal. Yes, 
Wheii tliey are brothers. 

Helen. Feel'st thou aa my brotlier ? 
I feel as I were thiae. 

IVal. My boy ! my boy ! [Kinhracin^ Hm.F.y . 

Heaven ! — bot tliou faint'st ! 

Helen. No! — Are they Coming ! — Hüiiveu 
Reward thee, for thy precioua lovc of me ! 
They are at band — Good bye ! 

W(fl. Show me thy sword ! 
Tis soraowhat longer, I believe, than mine, 
And I would try the depth of yonder stream. 
In case we need to ivadc it, 

\^('Oeg out, iDvt retums witkout tJw iwonl. 
It has slipp'd, 
And gone down to the bottom ! — Boy, your qiiarrels 

To liumoui- thcf, did I isönsent to play 
Tbe Becond to tiicf. Stand aside, with troad 
And lusty br.-ast and sinewy arm, and äeü 
Thy atriphng form the dcadly poiiit oppose 
In tho athletic TÜlain'F* practisod hand ; 
Inatead of grasping tliee with loving forci\ 
Like to 3 doting fatbor hia boy-son, 
Or eider brother iiia dear yoimger oiu', 
Taking thy place, and swinging tliee away ! 
\o, boy ! Bcforü tliy young veins pavt a drn]( 
Of their life's streams, niy Channel ^.liail ruii dry ' 

Helen. Is this fair, Walsinghain ' 

Wal. Yet, hear mc on ! 
1 find I could not live witliout tlieu ; so 
Guarding thy Ufa, I but protect my own 
That'a fair — that's rational — that's sound in natiire ' 
Want'at further reason '- -1 will ^^ivc it thee— 
Thon art like her ! 

Helen. Whoin 1 
Boy, hast thou read my soul— 
Have I tum'd o'er its every page to thee — 
Love, hate, bope, doubt, possession, !oaa, Idiaa, pain. 
Contentment and despair — and in eacb onc 
Sbown thee one all-porvadinff eanse enwrit. 
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For nothing ? Whr>m could I compare tliee to, 

But her — the heroine of my sad atory ? 

Whoin mach tho« dost resemble ! Hast tliou never 

R«mark'd tne gazing in absträction on thee, 

As tliöHgh, lipon perusal of thy face, 

While aeero'd inine eye intent, my sou! did pore 

Upon some other thiiig ? — I have done it oft — 

Will do it once again ! Tour eyea are hers. 

In form and hue, but sunk ; a davknesa too, 

Not heavy, yet enough to make ii cloud, 

Sita — not disparagingly tliough — 'neath thine ; 

Hera were two starry briliiants, set in pearl 1 

The outline uf tbe noae is quite tUe same, 

But tliat of thine is sharper— 'tia thy sex. 

The mouth is very like — oh, veiy Iike ! 

But there's a touch — a aomewliat deep une too — 

Of penaivenEss. The cast of hers was aweetneas, 

Eniocking füll content. The clieek is not 

At all alike !— 'tis high ; and lank below ; 

And sallow — not a dimple in't — all contrast 

To the rieh flower'd and velvet lawn of here. 

But thougli tliou art not sho entire — thou art 

Enough of her to make me love thee, boy ! 

Wit)i such a brother-love, as brother never, 

I dare be bound, for brother feit before ! 

I spoke not of thy hair — it is a wood 

Bun wild compared to hers, and thrioe as deep 

I' the shade — Yet, you are very like her !— quite 

Enough, to make me pout my heart's bluod out, 

As water, for thy sake ! — They are at hand ! 

Helen. Then let me be at least thy sword-bearer ; 
And when thou need'st tlie steel, I'U keep tlie sheath 
Which in thy motions would embarrass thee. 

Wal. Take it, and thank thee ! 

Enter Lord Athunree and Fei.ton, 

Atk. We are late for you, sirs ; 
But not, I think, for time, 

Wtd. You are in time. 

Helen. Draw off, tili, with hia second, I arraiige 
Preliminaries — wliicli I know are woiit. 
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In ijiiestions of tliis kind. Wliat we deciilo, 
I will poasess you of ; and tlien ptoceed. 
Sir, let US speak. You know me, princip:il. 
My place my second wouid perforce usurp. 
Permit hiiu not, as you're a gentlemati ! 
You See he is «narm'd — your rapier draw, 
TVhen I draw tliis, and foroi; hini stand aloof. 
You proniise tliia ? 

Fd. I do ! ^Ax'nk.'] It keeps tlie odds 

Helen. {_^Dm'>cing.'\ Lord Athunree, I am ready ! 

Fei. \I)rav:ini/, «ndop^gin*)' Wal*in<5iiaii]. Stand 
back, sir, at your pcril ! 

W(d. Ha !— the boy 
Has Imfiied, and outwitted lUf ; | Ailrfciitv«. 

Fd. Stand back ! 
I bar all intt^rruption tu tlie game 
We are aummonM liere to p!aj'. 

IVal. A coward act, 
To draw upon a nakcd nian ! 

Fei. My lord < 
Why draw you not, and ho liis weapon out ' 
Proceed, my lord, at onee. 

At/i. Before I do, 
I ask, and I nnist leam, in nanie of wltuni 
The urchiii lias arraign'd. and challenged me. 
I fight not, tili I know upon what cause. 

Helen. The cause of Helen Mowbray ! 

IVal. Drop your band. 
And let me pass ! — or sure aa tiiat's a sword 
My heart is on yuur point ! 

Alk. Spite of tbyself 
Anotlier minutc grant I thee to live. 
I will not draw, until I know thy name. 

Helen. Mowbray ! 

Ath. Her brother ? 

Helen. Anything you please, 
C'aitirt' without a parallel in crime ! 

tVtil. A brother! — Hoid ! Lord Atbunrtc ! Luuk, 

e I tliee, to take tliv dioice 
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'Twixt murdering me, or sufferiog to pass '. 
Heaven ! do I care for life ! 

[_Ru»he» upon Feltoh, and lerest» fhe sword/rom 
him. At ike »atne moment, Officers and Ser- 
vanls enter. 
First Offker. Hold ! Stop !— Proceed 
At your peril ! you are all our prisoners, sirs ; 
Sir Wiltjam Sutton's Warrant makea you so, 
"Which here I sliow to you. SujTender, then, 
And to his niece's bear «s cniapany. 

\_Thejf allffo out. Walsingham aml Helen lauf, 
who »top a Utile hehmd the rest. 
Wal. Tliou half hast kill'd me, boy ! How coul.i'st 
thou do 30 ! 
Or keep from one, who loved thee as I do, 
A Beeret like to thia ? Her brother— so ! 
Her brother ! — I shall love thee bettor atill — 
And better yet — and yet not half so well ! 

\_They foRow. 



SCENE 111.— The Street. 
Enter Sm Valentine. 
>Sir Val. Spite of \ay fwling heart, thus far l'vi 
With love to urge me, love to waive me back. 
My duty tendcr'd, fortune made or lost— 
Not tender'd, absolutely lost — no cliance 
Pennitted me to win ! 'Tis Hero's form 
"With the fair essenoe — match for thing so fair — 
To Hero's form withont ! It is a whole. 
Fast calculation rieh, against a part, 
And tbat tlie poorest — yet consummate rieh. 
And 1 must play for both, or neither win ! 
Or winning one, the nthcr quite forego ! 
It cannot be ahe loves nie ! Hero love me ! 
A prideful pleasure kindles at the thoiight — 
But comes the gentle Ruth, and piits it out 
With genial brightness of bland nature, as 
The sun a little fire. O sun most fair, 
I richer were ne'er to have known thy light 
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Tliaii kiiowing it to lose it. Ne'er did man 
Draw lots with chancea more opposed tliaii mint'. 
A little moment I am made nr lost, 
Lost past retrieving — past addition made ! 
Tlien must I, like ii desperate gamester, in> ! 
Tlirow fear of loss aside — thoiigli loss of all— 
And think of nothing biit tliu chance of gain 
Tliat makps me rieh for life! — papt affluLuice ! 



SCENE LAST.— i Kuotn in lhro\ Hoas,-. 

S(ii WiLLijm SuTTON sealed hi the oenlre — Walsimüham, 

Helen, Lord Athoskbe, Felto.v, Officer», A-e. 

^ir Wil. Lord Athunree, uliarged with iDtent thoii 
stand 'at 
To break the peace of our right soverüign tord 
The king. Wliat answer'st thoii, nr dost rffuse 
Tu plead ? — Is tliis thy hand ?— Wiit .iiiswei' tliat ; 
Wlioae'er it is, it is a ■villain's, loi'd ! 
For the same writer that airanged a fray 
Did plan a folony — in danger piit 
A lady's jawelry, so rieh to her — 
Not all the caskets of tbo proudest line 
Of uoble dames, pour'd oat into one heap, 
Could iiiake a hlaze to matcli it 1 

Ai/i. [_Agide.'] Curse my liaste 
For sucii remiaaness, on the baek to writ« 
Of the Instructions first 1 pencilled down 
To givi! the caitiff wretcli — whosc gucssed uiistuniitgt; 
Is now aecounted for ! 

Sir Wil. Lord Athunree, 
IIüw say you ? 

Atli. For tlio combat you iiave iiiarrVl. 
My silence or denial naught availa. 
You found me in the act. The challengcr 
You need to aeek elsewhere. — I am not he. 

Wal. Sir 'William, he saya right — He cballeoged not ; 
Bnt ho such provocation gave, as makes 
The diallenger more the challengi^d— H,- diii .^taiii 
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A lady's credit, bringing it to nauglit, 
Or cauaing it to pass for nothing more ; 
Which trespass capital her brother here. 
In form a stripling, bat in mind a. man, 
Indeed demanded reparation for, 
Which to exact, my arm asaay'd, biit fail'd — 
For I had woo'd, and won, and, as I thonght, 
A!one engaged the maid. Sir William, try, 
If from that sacred seat of justice, voice 
Of solemn adjuration can avail 
To bring the tmth to light^— firet, if the maid 
Did fall indeed — the knowledge he thereof 
Alone possessing — 

Sir Wil. No, sir ; not aloiie ! — 
The maid did neyer fall ! 

Wal. Did never fall ? 
O, ponder what you say !~ Not rashly — O, 
Not rashly raise a wretch from the abyss 
Into the light, to cast him in. again 
On darknesa heaving darkness ! Now I faint 
With the day-flood that aeems to burst npon me ! 
I say, " that aeems," for such tranaition mocka 
The doting of belief ! — or heard I right ? 
Or knew'st thou what thou said'at ? or, knowing it, 
Knew'at thou didst speak on gronnda of solid footing, 
Something akin to rock ? — It sbould be rock 
Iteelf, to bear the fabric thou doat raise 
Against the sea of doubts that surges on it ! 
O, did she never fall ? Did love itself 
Take aides with hate to do her hateful wrong ? 
To blast her — to abanJon her- — and leave 
A prey to haggard fortune— death or madness ? 

Sir Wil, Collect thyself, and further audience lend, 
Or bid me hold my tongue, The maiden lives. 

Wal. Lives? Lives? Isinnocent, perhapa, and Joves ! 
O does she ? 

Sir WU. Yea. 

W<d. Thou aeem'st to know what makes 
My aU, or naught of being ! lonocent. 
And lives and loves ? 

Ath. First prove her innocent. 
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.S(/- ll'iL 1-Ic cannut ! wliat uf tliat ?— Anotlier can '. 

AlA. Troduce tUat otlicr. 

[Sir William i«Xüiw— Lewson mfrr.s 

Lew. Here he is. 

AlA, Betrayed ! 

fVal. Ile hath confessed — take noticc all ! The ]i[is 
That blurred fair Helen's nanie hatli ope'd tliemselvefi, 
To daitin tliemBelves, aud do the maiden right ! 

Sir Wil. No need confeagion from that riven wretcli ! 
To that abliorred house tliou saw'st lier quit, 
A letter, aa from one ehe knew and loved, 
In mortal strait enticed her. There, assailed 
With show of violence from this same man, 
Tliat lord premeditated succour brought her, 
The whole his foul contrivanee ! You may leave 1 
You are know-n ! — What penalty the kw awards 
For such default, be sure, sliall be esaoted ! 

Ath. I <lo defv yon — scorn you ! Do your worst I 

[Helen swooning, is caught by Walsingham. 

■Vir WÜ. Look to thy miatreas, Walsingham. 

Wal. Wbere is sbe ? — 
I notbing aee except thia fainting boy, 
Whom belp me to reatore. 

Sir Wil. To wake him uji, 
Breatbe in bis ear the name tho« lovcst most 1 
Throw back thoac ebon Clusters thorouglily. 
And consciouaness will start upon thee stvaiglit, 
TLou never dream'dat of, and thou sbalt confess 
Tbat love, howe'er it batb a jealoua eye, 
Hath not a piercing one. 

Wal. Herself!— iiiyown! 
My aweet ! — my idoiiaed !— niy innocent 
Heien I — her eye-üds qniver — Helen ! Helen ! 
They ope ! Dost thou not know me, love ? Heaven, 
Die not away again ! My aoul's tnie [ife ! 
Helen — my gentio one ! My patient one ! 
My fMthful one, unwarp'd by rudest strain! 
My loTing one ! — Morc loving — yea, I say it 
That lore thee best— inore loving yet than loved I 
Look at mr ' Answer me ' This semblance bot 



db,Google 



LOVES DISGUISES. 351 

Of death, is death itself to nie ! Tis I— 
'Tis Walsingliam '—'Tis I— repentingly, 
Humbly, imploring thee to speak to bim, 
To look upon liim — pity liim ! — forgive him ! 

Helen. X love thee, Walsingliam, Have all tliou 
aak''st 
In tliat one little word! {_Tkey retire. 

SiB Valentine enters. 

Sir Wü. Sir Valentine ! 

Sir Vol. The same, Sir William Button. 

Sir Wil. You are welcome. 

Sir Val. In strait wliere things like life and death 
depend, 
Suspenso is but the rack — I'U know my fate ! 
Sir William Sutton, I am come to craye 
An audienoe of your niece. 

Sir Wü. Apprise my niece 
Sir Valentine de Grey would speak with her. 

Sir Val. At tliought of sight of that proud form 
again, 
Old motions in me stir — but only stir. 
Come otlier tliouglita — tliey are at once at rest ! 

Heb* enters, most magnificenüy atlired. 
what a tower of grace and loveliness, 
And stateliness, and absolute command, 
She bursts upon mine eyes l Were't tenanted 
As I would liave it ! 

Nero. Well, Sir Valentine ! 
Your will ? 

Sir Val. I come a promiae to redeem, 
Tliou'lt tbink most Strange, as I do, tbat did make it. 
A suit I have, the gain or loss of which 
Depends on thee, although to thee not pleaded! 
Shall I be pardon'd, wbo, against my will, 
Past sufferance preaume ? 

Hero. Not mine ! Say on. 

Sir Val. It ia the voice of Euth ! I wonder not 
At that — but breathing Eutli's beaignity ! 

Hero. ShaJl I entreat thee say thy wiah ? 
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■Sir Val. Mure Wand 
The accenta yet ! Can Ruth iiave tt>ld nie riglit, 
And does she love me ? 

Hero. It doth pain me, slr, 
To mark such hesitation, when, to iiave, 
You only h&Te to ask ; and, aiking, do 
A pleasnre— giTing leave to pleasiire you. 

Sir Val. \_AniIer\ No strain hath love, if this oi 
other mood. 
I win lici-. and am lost ! O gain to lo&e ! 

Sir Wil. My niece awaits your question. 

Hero. Unelc, peaep. 
Give him hia time — the measure on't his will 1 
To look for pleasure is itself a pleasure. 
But half they feast who to a feast sit down 
The moment it is named. Say, tliat he wait 
An hour, why then, so much I banquet morc, 
And yet fall to with relisli. 

Sir Val. such words 
To fall f'rom Heto's lips a niotith before ! 
Come certainty, whate'er along with it ! 
I>ost thou affect me ? 

Hero. Yes, Sir Valentine. 

fiir Val. Wiit take me for thy husband ? 

Hero. Yes, ^ain. 

Sir Val. Good bye, sweet Ruth ! 

Hero. Strange welcome this ! 

Ä'iV Val. Good bye 
To sweet content i)f modest happineis I 
Lady, my title's gone ! 

Hero. For that receivo 
More iiearty welcome tlian tliou gavest to me. 

Sir Vol. My fortune dwindled. 

Hero. As it sinks you rise. 
For that receivo more hearty welcome yet. 

Sir Val. My tastes are altered. 

Hero. Teil me what tbeir kind, 
They shall be mine — whate'er thy taste, rank, State, 
My State, my rank, my tastes, shall be the aame ! 

Sir Val-. Then must wc wed. — for that plumed tiar. 
T!ie simple Iiood ! — tiiat coatly laee, the coif 
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Close pian'd and modest clear ! — that gorgeous dresa, 
The gown ernbroider'd witli himiility ! 

Hero. Tiiey are donn'd at thy command, and these 
caat off. 

Sir Val. And canst tliou, too, the vesture of the 
That iriade theo cherish these, cast off? [^mind 

Hero. I caa ! 
Hard thinga which love cannot for iove perform. 

Sir Fol. Such bounty shotild enrich. — Alas ! for me, 
Who, spite of all its granting, niuat he poor, 

Clever. [£w(eriw^.] Friend Euth, the dinner waits. — 
Friend Peter here ! 
And to the world, liko theo, gone back again ! 
Then change of gear for me ! Bold serving-man, 
Who would be other tlian bis betters aio ! 
No moro, friend Obadiah— know me hence 
For Master Clever, name and nature one! 

Sir Val. Ilave I bnt dreamt ^tia night, and is it day ! 
A masquc is it I have been aetiiig in, 
And known it not ? Canst thou be both, yet one ? 
Is Euth but Ilero — Hero oven Euth ? 
Then welcome Horo for the sake of Euth, 
And_Euth more welcomo yet for Ilero's sake ! 
And is it so ? — or does the fable end 
In cold retum to dull reality ? 

Hero. No ; in reality that's bom of it 
And is its fairer likeneas ! — real grown 
What first was only seemiog. I liave become 
The part, I lately play'd ; the thing I was 
Eefore, have ceaaed to be ! Such virtue hath 
The only show of virtue ! For which cliange 
Thy noble natura do I thank, although 
Perhapa with more than prudent jealousy 
Exacting ; and preeipttate, wliere patieuce 
Miglit well have counsell'd pause, With Hero''s form, 
Take Euth's contentment and humillty — 
Their dresa, whate'er your love would have it be ! 
But here is one unchanged, nor needing oiiange, 

\_To Helen. 
Escept where seeiniug goea fot next to naught ! 
My Helen ! thou art liappy now ! 
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Helen. I am ! 

IVal. And 1, tliat acaicc deserve iny liiipjiiiiess I 
Bat nhat aliall mafce me niiabeliever hence ? 
How coTild I donbt theo 1 Streng appearanccs 
By ätronger votichers back'd, it was, tliat inade me 
But tliat detccted now— and these esplain'd— 
Thy virtue rises lilce a pyramid 
I vf onder aiight could Uide ! — Ä life of tnist 
Slinll for a seaaon of misgiving pay thee ! 
Yet nLore I have to say — of tliat anon — 
For guesta are lierc you tliought not of before, 
On wliom your fcast that waits for tis depends — 
Marr'd, if diarelish'd, — inado, if they're content ! 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

To Mr. Jambs's able Novel of tU " KING'S HIGHWAY," 
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W. A. Dow, Esij., Kicg'a Beneli Walk, Temple. 
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THE SECRETARY. 



8CENE I. — Lord Byebdaie's Study. — "Wilton leated 
al a table in tke ad of icriting. — Sereral folded lettert 
lefore Mm, otker letterg li/ing open^ papera, ^c. 



Wil. — Thai memory sliould feed itself ! wax stronger 
In ita Impression, witliont agency 
Of that whicli wrouglit it ; tili Ihe Simulation — 
For e'en so niuch it is — grows palpable 
As tlie original — liolds commune with 
Our ears and eyes, yet all 's witliin ourself ! 
At first her image was a dreamy thing 
That came and went, and might, for aught I deem'd, 
Have gone for ever — now "tis ever with me ! 
Substantial presence 1 ateadfast constancy ! 
I write, I read, I talk, and breaking off 
In listleaa abaence, to myaelf retum 
In Company with her ! She ia my theme 
That aupersedes all others ! Why is this ? 
Wliat do I nourish ? Hope in spite of hope ! 
Madness of wishes — never to be bless'd ! 
Her groom ia not beneath her more than I, 
The secretary of a haughty lord ! 
His Clerk ! — that in bis counsels holds no ehare 
More than his pen ! What better should I be, 
A man who claims no core of kith or kin 
In the Wide world ! I bad a friend — a good 
And gracious one— who foster'd me, to play 
A bigher part. Compeird hy urgent cause 
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To travel, to this lord he !cft tlie cavo 
Of my advancement — loft, aa to a friend l 
But friends at second-liand are doubtfui ones I 
Wliere will it end ? — O perfect imaging 
Of sweetness '. — grace '. Aspeot of souI and form 
Most rieh in aJl tliat man deaires in woman ! 
ßare excellence ! — Wliy, where am I again ? 
Älong with her ! Gazing upon her — rapt 
With marvel at the gloiy of lier presenc« ! 

LoRB Byehdale eäters. — Stops short, and Stands ob' 
serviiiy WiLTONs atislraction- — Advances and ad- 
dreeses hitn impatiently. 

Lord By. So ! Are thoae lettera finiahed ? 

WU. But tlie seala 
And superscriptions. 

Lord Bff. Get thera out of liand ! 
He grows ahstracted. Lady Laura's tone 
Had matter in it when ehe ast'd for hiin. 
Why minds !ie me of her? She values mnch, 
I hear, the aervice which he ronder'd her. 
A man of prowess is iny secretary. 
And presence too ! 'Tis not of her he lliinks f 
Think of an Empresa ! — Doea slie think of him ? 
A lady with a will, as I am told ! 
A judge of merits ! — doea not take a year 
To teil her mind ! — That children should have miiids I 
Be slie not of the mind to wed my son, 
Wlien he shall sue her — which he shall to-day — 
Look to't hia Gtace of Gaveaton ! He must plot ! 
He would reseat the Stuart ! — IVould he so ? 
Eye» are upon bis Grace he wotsnot of! 
She ask'd for Wilton — never named my son ! 
Tlie very man, indeed, he is wherewith 
Bomancists matchea disproportionate 
Contract — wed pagea with their mistresaes ! 
Wonld my Lord Sunbiiry had kept at home, 
Not palm'd on me his saeoAy protigi ! 
He roama to France, and finds a priaon there ! 
There'a soniething in his presence troubles me. 
So sat my brother wlien he play'd the clerk, 
With sword on thigh, rather tiian pen in hand ; 
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YoH saw the soldier, whataoe'er lie did ! 
la it 1)ia soa? I sliall be soon resolved; 
My truaty meaaenger returns to-day, 

Wil. \^rmnff2- My ^o^^^ tl'ey are ready. 

Lord By. Go and post thena, Sir, 
With your own band. Tarry, Sir ; you will pass 
His Grace of GaTeston's liouse; and should you call — 

Wil. Call there, my lord ? 

Lord B}/. Yea ; you do call there ? 

Wil. No. 

Lord By. You have beer there ? 

Wil. No, my lord. 

Lord By. Go, post the letters ! 

£WiLTON goee out. 
How far above !iis errand ia liia gwt ! 
I could believe my brother living atill, 
And stridiog forth the door !—He goes not there. 
Tis well he's inodest ! Will tbere come the day 
"When I shail see hira knockiüg at tiie gate 
Ae though he were at home ? Would he were hence ! 
"Why did I ever see him ? Ha ! Who's come ? 

{Ta Williams, who entert. 

Wil. My lord, your messenget to Ireland sent. 

Lord By. Admit him. Fear or hope is now at 
end. 
Welcome ! What bring you ? 

{_To Harribon, who entere. 

Har, ^giving papere~\. For your lordsliip these, 

Lord By, [ To Harkison, who goes ouf\. Go, get 
refresh'd ! (Readi) " They never reach'd 
the ship! — 
Landed again ten miles below the creek !" 
They told me false, then. Gold finds out the truth ! 
So botb aurvived ! But Leonard now is dead. 
And for the nephew — thanka to aelf-wiH'd love — 
He bteathes without men's leave ! What fear I, then ? 
What tho' he be my eldest brotlier's son ! 

[Goes oul. 
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SCExN'E U.—Hyde Park. 
Enter Cot.ONEL Gree^ and Wiltü.v. 
fVil. Sir, I woiild walk alone — Meii may fako 

To choose their own acquaintaoce ! Frankly, yoii 
Are liardly to my taste — wliat are you, sir ? 

Green. What am I !— Why, tiie man Üiat wears tliis 
suit, 
That owns this trnnk, tbeso tliews, tliese featiires ' — 

"Weil! 
Are you content ?^or would you learn my name 
And famÜy? Bevvare, sir ! Tel! yoiir own. 

Wil. I cannot ! 

Green. You are riglit ! — To say " No more 
Can I," were flippantly to answer yoii ; 
Stil!, aa I yet liave held it wisdom, wJien 
With wit or truth we niust part Company, 
To let the lighter go, I claim the knowledge 
Which you confess to lack. 

Wil. To« know my namo 
And fiimily ? 

Green. I know my own. 

Wil. Not mine ! 

Green. IVhat then ? Is't matter for despondenty V 

ff'il. The man that toils along a weary road 
Beneath a burthen, and, miacounting, thinka 
The tinie is come, at last, to lay it down, 
Witli weight augmented takes it up agaia 
To bear it forward still. 

Green. You are not yet 
Of age. 

mi. How know you that ? 

Green. What matter how, 
So that I knnw ? The knowledge on"t is neither 
Murder nor theft ! It might he treaaon — but 
It 18 not tliat. "What frieud have you beside 
The Earl of Sunbury ? 
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Wil. How know you he's 
My friend ? 

Green- Why ply a bootless labour twice ? 
I know it. That content you ! — Who besides 
Bank in tho liat, more, often, fill t>ian ought ? 

JVil. I count but one — Lord Sherbrooke. 

Grem,. Son of bim 
Yoii're aecretary to— Lord Byerdale, 

WU. You aeem to know me well ! 

Green. I seem ? — I do. 
Lord Byerdale I — Is he yotir friend too ? 

Wil. No. 

Green. Nor friend to any who deserve a friend i 

Wil Who are you, sir ? 

Green. You have been bred at College. 
You have won honoura there — and high ones, too. 
A College ia a place to sharpcn wit, 
Or ought to be. — A slight hint ahould suffice ; 
And yet, it aeems, you cannot tako a broad one. 

tVil. Sir, I love openneaa and honour. 

Green. Right, 
And so do I, I mean you not to know me ! 
So much for opennees 1 — and, aa to honour, 
Judge me as you find me '. 

Wil. Tbereby judging you, 
How shall I rate you in the property 
In question last ; when, calmly looking on, 
You auffer'd lawless violence to leaguer 
A noble lady and her sire, nor stirr'd 
A finger to their rescue ? 

Green. Motives, sir, 
Givo ehape to facta, which often changes tbem 
To things the most diverse to what they aeem. 
Thua far know mine — I weigh'd the risk, waa run. 
And framed my conduct to the amount of it. 
A score of crowns to needy gentlemen 
Was worth, perhapa, the violence they did 
Their better naturea, ao to practiae on 
A lady's fright. In theae di^ointed times, 
Try aa you may, thinga will not go by rule ! 
William of Nasaau fiUa the throne to-day — 
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IVil. {interrupting hhii^. Long may !io fill it, sir, 
and band it down 
An iieir-loom witti a peoples guarantes 
To an unFailing race ! 

Green, ^v^emmüi/']. Youth, 'twas not thua! — 
^^Checki hifMdf. 
But tliosc who left you in your infancy, 
To take thü course wliicli others countcd best 
Have but therasclvcs to tliank ! I 'II not be one 
To check the faitli that now miiat bcar thoe through ! 

Wil. You ave a man of liononv. 

Green. By my foes 
I liave been counted so. Where Icft we off ? 
Where it were best we leave the argunient. 

Wil. One Word, sir, to go back. 

Green. Say on ! 

Wil. From wliat 
You Said just now, I tliink I must liave friends 
I know not of— 

Green. You have. 

JVil. Who arc tliey ? 

Green. Yet 
You may not know. 

IVil. But sball I ever know ? 

Green. Aa sure aa life holda on with theni and you . 
Now to the cause that makes you jealous of me — 
My passive bearing at a certain time, 
Your arm achieved wliat mine foreboreto do. 
Mark nie ! — forebore ! — rescued the noble sire 
And yet more noble child. 

fVll. More noble ? 

Green. Yes ; 
Better 1 Ycu Jiavc Seen tbem ? 

Wil. No. 

Green. You would be welcome. 
Hast thonght upon the maid ? — I aee tbon hast. 

Wil. Sir! 

Green. Are you vapour ? Do I see you now, 
And now are you away ? 

Wil. What mean you, sir ? 

Green. A minute since I was a man of honour ! 
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Wil. Yoii are so still. 

Green. Aiid such sliall be approved. 
So truat yoii me ! — Hast thouglit upon the maid ? 

Wil. Ihave! 

Grem. 'Twaa fit ! — 'Twaa fair ! — 'Twas paying back 
What you receivcd — for slie lias tlioiiglit of you ! 
Mark ! — At tlie moment tliat you stood ber friend 
Sbe grew your love ! — Youth's in a blaze, and sees 
Not half what is about it ! — "When to flight 
You put her enemiea, you little thougbt 
That, after all your pains, the maid was robb'd ! 

Wil. Robb'd!— 

Green. Of her heart — I saw it on the arm 
Where but her figure eeem'd to hang, the while 
You led het to the cariiage. 

Wil. Do you know 
Who waa the lady ? 

Green. Daughter to the Duke 
Of Gaveaton. 

Wil. Ybs ; and I an humble man '. 

Green. You are not an humble man — that ia — I am 
right !_ 
And stand to what I say — a man that owns 
A noble eoul is not an humble man, 
In the poor sense wherein the sapient world 
Mouths out the trite and questionable phrase ! 

Wil. Who are you, eir ?— Forgivo me !— I 'm con- 

To know you by your thoughts. 

Green. "Whereto I'U add 
My deeds, in time, with every adjnnct eise ! 
Hie to the duko's ! He owes thee benefit ; 
And welcome will he give thee as a friend, 
Tho" dull to what'a to come, as dawn to day 
■When the sun 's up and glow is tum'd to fire ! 
His daughter pinos for sight of him again, 
Whom the first sight did so commend, all eise 
To Vision is a blank ! I say again 
Thou art no humble mau ! Revolve my words 
With boldeat spirit. — Dare and you shall win ! 
My counael needing, or my help, thia scrawl 
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Will prove your guide, altliougli a liomely one. 
'Tire ne^er yet was flesh aitd blood, no more 
Than niind and heart ! Tlie man ia still the man ! 

iGoes out. 
Wil. As faniiing wind will bring to blaze again 
The fire we thought was out, but unly sincmlder''d ; 
So, at bis Word, iny only smother'd hopea 
Bevive when, dotiog, I believed tliem dead. 
Here Sberbrooke comea — indeed my bearty friend, 
lliit, für my liuniour, all too liglit a one. 

Enter Sherbrooke. 
Sher. So, master seoretary, bealtli to you ! 
If liealtb you wish — for he 's a, fool who serses 
A man against bis humour — the riglit road 
To make an enemy ! Each man lins bis bliss 
Accovding to hia nature. One wiU mope ; 
A squadron could not drag bim to a ft;ast ! 
Leave him, good soul, alone, witli knees to cUin, 
Feet on tbe fender, aitting all a-beap 
Over tbe ombere winking in the gratp ' 
He 'a happy ! — With the spieen aiiotber man 
Is smitten — championa it aa cavalier 
His Jady-love ! " Have at you, «^ir ' " would you oome 
Betwixt bim and bis Immour. Do you see 
That acowU It ia bis mistreaa' favonr wbich 
He wcars with thin and bitter curling Itp, 
All tbe year round, apite of tbe laugbing s«n. 
And why not, sir? He ia a happy man! 
Aa happy aa be can be ! — Let bim be ! 
And there are men, saving yoiir reverence, 
Wlio, with the thorax aound as a new drum, 
Waste witb the melting rlieum — would you believe 

With trunks like culverins, and limba of brawn, 

They abake witb rigors at a tborougb air ! 

No montb but bringa its proper malady, 

Of wbicb tbey're sure to die! — yet do they live. 

And aleep, and wake, and talk, and eat, and drtak, 

Until perbapa aome noatrum makea an end ! — 

Yet are they happy, air, in tbeir own way. 
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Wil. These are anomalies 'mongat men. 

Sher. Not 80 : 
Tlie world'a made up of such ! Few ■wisely live. 
The wise man, sir, is the anomaly ! 

IVil. You're in the mood contemplative to-day, 

S/ier. I am — I am about to seek a wife. 
Why do you start ? — I do not say to take one. 

fVU. About to wed ? 

Sher. My father willa it so. 
But fathers do not settle maniage brawls : 
A pity, theo, they settle marriages. 
Better their children. Men comptain the lesa, 
When, for their carea, they have to thank themselvea. 

iVü. And may I know the lady ? 

Sher. You have met her. 

mi. Met her !— 

Sher. Let's See. Tke time wo» soeaing. ''Ticat 
A lone sequetter'd spät. — Couldn't I write 
A deep romance ? — A fear-hewilder'd aire 
And shrieking datntel, hy a lawlest band 
Betet. — A Situation ! — Who comea in ? 
The Lero of my story — or the book 
la matter for the firo ! So in Ae comeg ! 
Alone ? Of course aione — most hero-like ! 
One agahuf ßm ! — Twenty were few aa five, — 
No hero ever takea account of odds ! 
la he o'erpowered ? Not if the acribe haa thews. 
HU hlows feil two, hü eye» ßaxh down ike rest : 
Beauty and Age — weak guardian of sttck Höre — 
Are rescued in the mry nick af time .' 
Fraud üs ingloriom ßeld mgloriou» ßies. 
And Age U free to hohhle. Not so Beauty ; 
For Beauty 's soft of heart and frail of limb, 
And Uke to swoon in an extremity ; 
Which, if the author sees not, he hath got 
A cataract, and couch hia eyes for him 
With bis own pen ! — I am not such a one. 
When I do write a book, I write a book ! 
TAe ladg needs eupport, — who yields it her ? 
The horo 'fore the king, were the king by ! 
Upon the }tero leans the heroine ! 
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Ät ßnt half icülvnglp — more willitiffly 

Anon, — anon witk all her keart and »otd., — 

And so, and «o, and so, is home away ■' 

You'll read my work and give it a good name 'f 

Why, wliat's the matter, man ? You're dumb and pale. 

Heavens ! if the first step overpowers you 30, 

How will you mouut my climas as it towers ? 

WiUon ! 

Wü. Mylord? 

SAer. My friend ! — I brook not lotd ! 
Or call me " Slierbrooke" — that's tbe friendiy mode. 
Wliat gaze you at in vacancy ? A pliantotii ? 
Wilton, it is a pbautom tliat you see. 
If aught tliat givea you pain — I would not wed 
The Lady Laura Gaveston ! 

WH. What ia she 
To me ? 

Sher. Nothing — if not tlie aelf-saine thing 
You are to her. Wilton, she has lost her heart, 
And you ha^e got it. 

Wil. Slierbrooke 

Sher. That's the word ! 
Shake hands, mau ! Listen ! At the play last night 
I 9at witli her. Slie spoke a library, 
If " yea" and " nay" make volumea, Only onco 
The scene attracted her. The lieroine 
Was reacued by her lover. Had you heard 
The sighs with which ahe follow'd, step by step, 
The progreas of tho touching incident ! — 
My book ahall best it, though ! — If you feel, speak ' 
Or is it that you feel too much to speak ? 
Do you note me, Wilton ? All the rest of the time 
Her eyes kept traveraing the tiers, as though 
In quest of one they aoaght but could not find ; 
For ne'er they fix'd, save wlien there oped a door. 
And tiien they turn'd away to ränge again ! — 
The wisii'd one camo not in ! — a circumatance 
Of tender iiaplication to dilate on. 
I'Il turn it to account ! — My book is writ ! — 
And at the cloae, when on the Vestibüle 
We hung awhüe to wait her hinder'd coach, 
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Jove ! liow alle scann'd the beaux ! — Sonie manageinent 
To make tliat pass witli prüdes, who read aloud — 
And when the eteps at last gave note to mount, 
How witli a aigli slie went all listless in, 
Bcarce giving nie Good night ! 

fVil. How know you whom 
She look'd for, if ahe look'd for aoy one ? 

Sker. By this and this. First, her abaorption at 
That critical and memory-stirring scene, 
The counterpart of one which yo« and she 
Enacted once with marvellous effect — 
Methin ks a document ! — In the next place, 
The potcncy of cortain words as piain 
As " Wilton Brown" — no kin at all to famed 
Ähracadahra ! — to enchain her ear 
And make the blood with ebb and flow enact 
The tide upon the haven of her cheek, 
And hold her tipa disparted like to those 
WIio Stint their breath with thrilling of a tale ; 
As with her falber I discusa'd a point 
Touching the argument, whereon I naeaa 
To take my stand 'mengst literary men ! — 
And, add to this as proof Superlative, 
Her tongue is never wcary of your name, 
Which, once 'tia broach'd, she more and more repeats, 
Like strain that grows on us the more 'tis snng ! 
Wilton, the Lady Laura loves you, man ! 

Wil. Sherbrooke, remember, I'm an hnmble man ! 

Sker. You are not an humble man ! 

Wil. Again ! How 's this ? 
I am bewilder'd— ' 

SIkv. Love ia not a piain, 
But an entangling luaze. 

Wü. I do not speak 
Of love. You aay I am no humble man. 

Sher. And say 't again. 

Wil. Your father'a secretary ! 

Sher, And what am I that am my father"» son ? 
Intrinsically h um biet far than you. 
Wilton, think boldiy of yourself ! 

Wil. Agaiu 1 
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Look here — As now yoii speak so epoke the man 
Wlio gavc me tliis. \^Skotcmy a pajter, 

Sher. Let's see it ! — " Colone! Green — 
Ät the Green Dragon" — cliallenge for St. George ! 
And vou, an liumble man ! 

Wtl. Wliat man is he 
Who gave ine that ? 

Sbsr. ^Returninff thepaper.'^ Anhonourable one ; 
Albeit he draws not sword when lie heholds 
A lady leagiierM on the King's lüghway. 

Wil. Is heof the ccaft? 

SA^. There, breathe at easc, 
He is not. Wilton, aound men drive that trade. 
Don't wonder ! — When a kingdom'a upside down, 
What man can say he ig to-day himaelf 
As he was yesterday ? Tlie battle'a cliance 
Bringe change of jiockets — light for heavy ones ; 
Lank purst« ; or, for old ones, but tlieir room ; 
New raasters to old mansions, and so forth ! 
I do not jnstify, Ihut excuse. 
There is at times a conscience in offuncf, 
For wliich the best abate the penalty. 
But to my Dulcinea and her Knight ! 
My fathcr willa I go and woo the fair. 
I go and woo, but you must come and win ! 

Wil. "What! Oo along with you ? No ! — notastqi, 
When I-Ionour doti» forbid ! 

Sher. Furbid tbo prnde 
To waste Iier breath until ahe sees tlie atrait. 

WÜ. To 'scape tliestrait 'twere best to sliun it. 

Sker. So, 
The navigator never had gone tlirough ! 
Wilton, you '11 heim it, spite of shoal and i-oek. 
And laugh boyond in the bright open sea ! 
I 'II have yoH come with me ! — Nay, scowl away .' 
What ! jealouay ! — nip friendship, "iviJI you ? — but 
You shall not, by this honest arm and band ! 
Come on! 

W,l. Nay, Sherbrookc— 

Sher. Nay, coine on ! — Como on ! 

QGoes oul,forciiig \Vii.TON with him. 
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SCENE I.—A Chamber in tke Düke o 



Enter the Dltkb. 
Duke. Howchangedraydaugliteria! — Iknowhernot 
SiDce our adventure on tlie king's highway. 
Or love haa turn'd her wits for her, or friglit. 
The stay'd recluac of yeaterday, to-day 
Is lady of the crowd ! She now frequents 
Assemblies — playa — ^all haunts of throng'd resort. 
What drawa her fovth so much ? I can't surmise ! 
But from lierself the knöwladge of the cause 
Of SQcli a metamorphosis can come. 
For quiet, restteaaness ! — from books to sights ! 
I '11 tax her home upon it. She 's obedient ; 
Yet, once her purpoae fis'd, is hard to movo. 
Suitor she never brook'd ! — men's merits, still 
Haa thought, aliould ever 'bove their stationa mount. 
I had a fear — biit no ! — But once they niet — 
The beart forgets when ceaae the eycs to prompt. 
See where she thoiaghtful movea with eyea on ground ! 
Aiiother time — when ahe'a in lightor mood. 
Her heart, upon its guard, raight foil me now. 

Enter Lai>y Laura. 
Ladt/ Lau. Where does he bide, whilegallanta, not his 

In manly bearing, beauty and desert, 

Vie for the lead. and with comparisona 

Set all tlie world at odds ? — Let him appear 

Ämong them, all will shrink at onco to oae ! 

The World will be one eye, one ear, one tongue, 

Awarding him the palm paat all compare. 

Or would it süght hia merits for bis rank ? 

What of his rank ? — Is 't his disparagement 

That Fortune 's bliad t — Lst Fortune take the blauie— 
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Or ratlier men, wlio laud, wlicre slie prefere, 

Even while they know she sees not what she doea. 

Why, let tliem like idolaters bow down 

Before tlie works of tlieir own liands ! — Love benda 

At Heaven'a comuiand alono — infomiing Love ! 

Honest and clear of sight, whose piercing eye 

Vies with tho lapidary's — knowa tlie gern 

Whate'er the setting ! Strange tliat I, a maid, 

Who held her single state so sovereigniy 

No suitor ever twice drew near to woo, 

Shonid now regard it as a barren sway, 

Dominion of some far and deaert isle, 

"Whicli he who oivns it gladly would oxchange 

For alavery in some blest contineut ! 

Love, if I aliglited thee, thou 'rt w«ll revenged ; 

I'm all thy suhjoct now ; but für my gains 

Have nooglit, cscept my sevvitude, to boaat, 

Denied excliangc of speech or sight with hini 

"Wlio made nie doff dcfiancc of thy nile f 

Enter Esimei.ine. 

Enwie. Lord Sberbrooke, madam, and a friend — 

Ladi/ Lau. A friend? 
What 1 has hia friend no nanie ? — No lofty one, 
Or he'd he sure to give it ! — Show bim in. 
Stay ! Do you know the gentleman that comes 
AJong with hini ? 

Emme. Not, as I think, my lady, 
His back was towards me, but I dare be sworn 
He bas a noble preaence. 

Lady Lau. To be aure ! 
He comes in noble Company. The aun 
Makea vapours that are near him turn to gold ! 
Go ! — \^Eiiii^LitiE goes out.~\ I am aick of yo« an^ 

all the World ! — 
And all the world ! — I would the jest were o'er ! 
The poor — poor jest, that so misplaces things, 
We know not what we look at ! Every where, 
Escept in human nature, qualitiea 
Determine uaca. — Ko one sets to build 
A garden wall to train a aioe or crab, 
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Or reara a thistle in a hot-liouae bed ! 
Well, well ! if essences, in otlier thin^, 
Keep nile, 'tis fit perhaps they jiimble men. 
I 'm sick of life ! "Tia one agaiast the million, 
So let the million liave ita way ! — It will ! 
Lord weda with lady. — Wliy ?— Because a lord ! 
A common match would find a better reason ! 
Yet no; 'tis rank all tbroiigh — nothing but rank ! 
Craft weds with craft — profession with profession. 
Weddinga for clothes ! From top to bottom all 's 
At odda with reason 1 Human life ia ravel'd. 
And love itself can't make the thread run clear. 
The work that only frcts 'twere best give o'er ; 
Only don't lielp to make the puzzle worse ! 
Let the world be ! It ia too cid to mend ; 
What *tis, it was, and will be to the end ! 

^Emmeline enters, conducting Wilton and Sher- 
BKooKE, and rettres. 

Sher. Madam, I take leave to preaent myaelf, 
And, with myaelf, my friend. 

Ladff Lau, Tour friend and you, 
My lord, are welcome in all courtesy. 

Sher. [_aiide to Wilton.] A welcume for a lover ! 
Mark you tliat ? 
An answer, too, before the question 'a put ! 
She never raised her eyes — that 's hope ! They aay 
A maid in love still goes with downeast looks. 
But she may lock her vision in her heart; 
And, if she doea, I'U stake my Coronet 
You're there along with it. 

Wil. \jtneasilt/r\ Accost her, Sherbrooke ! 

SAw. And if I do, what sball I say to her ? 
That tia a fair day ? — that 'tia very warm I 
Or very cool ? — Or that I hope ehe 's well, 
And hope bis Grace, her father, is the same l 
That tlie new fashiona are come out, and bellea, 
To please their beaux, now meet thcm with sour looka? 
That beaux, to wive, come wooing for their friends ? 
That, now-a^days, tliings find their proper way 
By going contrary ? — a paradox ! 
Or that the world is in its childhood yet. 
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And hopea to comc to manliood — if it lives ? 
Or wliat ? Come, Wiltoii, you take up tlie word, 
And help a man that can't get tlirough liis task ! 
Speak to her, Wilton — Wisii her a good nioming ! 
Say anything to her. 

Lady Lau. A fine day, my lord ! 
The tabtes tum when ladies must speak first. [_A»i<le. 

Sher. Modani, the day is vüry fine indeed ; 
At least, I think so. But what thinks my friend ?— ■ 
For he is a philosopher, and knows 
Fine weather is the kind that 's wanted most. 
A calm is fine — the sailor wants a breeze : 
Sunshine is fine — the farmer wants a cloud : 
One looks for frost, anotlier looks for snow, 
Anotlier looks for rain — though none for sleet ! 
Their uses roake the excellonco of things ; 
At leaat, I think so, niadani. What tliinks Wilton ? 

Ladff La«. Wilton \ 

Wil. Nay, Sherbrüoke. 

Sker. I will have you speak ! 
Madam, my friend is very weatherwise. 
You call it a fine day, and S(i do I ; 
But conie, what think yo«, Wilton ? 

Ladff Lau. It is be \ 
Oh, SIT, I "m glad to see you ! — very glad ! 
Tho' somewhat too confused to aliow liow glad. 
Becauae — hecauao — I aaw you not at once— 
And — find you standing— and bis lordabip, too— 
Pray you excuso .1 moping, absent girl. 
And let her mak« amends — and — Pray take chairs ! 

Sher. ^aside to Wilton]. I might have dropp'd, 
you seo, if not for you. 
Now will I court her to your very face ! 
Fair Lady Laura Gaveston ! 

Ladff Lau. \jxldli/'\. Well, my lord ? 

Sher. My friend siispects the weather. 

Wil. £<Mj<fe wShirbrooke]. Nay! 

Sher. You do. 
He thinka tho' now so fine tlicre '3 chance of liail ; 
For it is April, as you know — a month 
Whon here will be a shower, and sunshine thtre; 
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So one goea dry, another dripping wet. 
Tbe sky's a pu^e ; but there are stranger things ! 
You know my errand, Lady Laura ; still 
I teil it you to show I know it too ; 
And, for your anawer, that I well foresee, 
But would aot bautk yoiir bright lips of their right 
To speak, themselves, the will of her tliey serve. 
My fatlier hither senda his hopeful son — 
Although in hopeleas mood — to seek a wife. 
I say, in hopeless mood ; for bonds, you know, 
Although they be of ailk, are things that bind ; 
And, to be piain, I love my liberty ! 
I '11 niake but a poor husband at the best ; 
But, if you will, I'il niake tlio best I can. 
I court you, lady, for my father'a sake. 
In the first place — a son can say no less ; 
In the next place, I court you for your own ; 
A lover, I presume, can say no more, 
. Now, as I know brief wooing prospers best, 
One way or t'other bringing to an end 
What eise had cost mucli time, were better saved ; 
My courtship, promptly, as you eee, begun, 
I bring as promptly to a graceful close, 
But as 'tis fit my merits you should know — 
The proper gronnd of failure or success — 
And as wise men speak little of tliemselves, 
But trust, in these regards, to others' tongues; 
The blanka which I have left, and not a few, 
I leave my friend in kindness to fill up ! 
"Wilton, I '11 wait you in the ante-room. 

Wil. ^j-isinff^. Sherbrooke — 

Sher. l^puekinff htm doien affaitij. Nay, take your 
Seat again. For shame ! 
■What ! Frighted of a lady's Company ? 
Or, madam, ia the gentleman to stay 
At my request — or do you wish liim gone ? 

Ladt/ Lau. The gentleman will stay — at my re- 

SA^. [oMde to Wilton]. Wilton, what think yon 
of the weather now ? 
Madam, I dare be bounii he '11 do your will, 
Tiio' 'twere not back'd by mine — I take my leave ; 
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And wtth tlie more content, bocnuse I know — 
And here I speak the bare and steadfast trutli — 
I leave witli you the man — I boast my friend, 

LadT/ Lau,. Sir, you will deem me bold to wiah you 

Yet, sootb, the blame ia yours. When creditora 
Are modest, and hold off, the debtor'a sliamed 
That comes not forth — if not to pay bis debt, 
At leaat to grace it with acknowledgment ! 

Wil. You owe me nothing, lady. 

Lady Lau, Notliing ! — No ! — 
And weighs nty life, sir, notliing in your eyea 'i 
Although perbaps a trifle in my own ! 

Wil. Your life !— O, kdy !— 

Ladt/ Lau. Well, sir ?— Well ?— Say on ! 
Is 't notbing ? — Yet my gratitude 'a a lieap ; 
But that, perbaps, is notbing '. 

Wü. Wcre't deserved, 
So mucb — aave one thing — I could wish no more '. 

Lady Lau. I will believe yo« ! 
Yet let me ask why wbat you valued so 
You took no pains to leam was render'd you \ — 
Don't speak ! — I know ! — the true desert holda back ! 
Ere reach for its reward, would let it go ! 
Yet, in my own defeneo I must be frank. 
And teil you I bave wisli'd to see you, sir ; 
Nor once, but oft ; nor mucb, but earnestly, 
To teil you all I feel I owe you, air ; 
And still, tiio' I defended you just now, 
Charging your absenee to the proper cause, 
Yet muat you bear some blame — for thougb you had 
Your feelinga, sir, we Lad our feelinga too, 
For whicli 'twere not unjust to credit us ; 
Which crediting, 'twere hardly generous 
To grieve with needleas pain ; — our name — abode 
My father gave you — so metbinks did I. 
They were not idly givcn, but for a purpose ; 
They were not coldly given, but heartily; 
They meant an invitation — It is true 
'Twas not accepted by your lips, and yet 
I tküught your looks gave token of as mucb. 
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If I tliought wrong, I grieve for my mistake — 
I would not. tliink you never meant to come ! 

Wü. 'TwaB true ! 

Lady Lau. 'Twas stränge! — To risk your life for hb, 
Yet grudge a step to see — tliat we were well. 

Wil- I heard tliat you were well — I knew you were. 

Ladff Lau. And that contented you. Sir, I liave 
friends 
I know are well, yet I would see them too. 
But then, they are dear friends — you are very right. 
'Twere almost bold to Bay wo are a«quaintance ; 
Yet, though you think me forward, I shall say 
We were not losera did you rate US more. 

JVil, More 3—0 much more ! — More than I dare to 

Ladi/ Lmu, ^aaiäe^, I could believe tlie heart that 's 
in my breast 
Did throb just now in his — I am beloved ! 
Sir, you say notliing, or you say too much — 
I mean too much for faith. — More thau acquaintance — 
Would be a friend — much more were — more than that — 
lips, be mute — when looka can talk so well ! 
Tlie more his tongue refrains, the more he speaka ! 

WH. 0, were I Sure— 

Lady Lau. Of what ? 

Wil. That I could claim 
A royal stock ! 

Lady Lau. What then ? — Be frank ! — What then I 

Wil. Why then I might to lady high as you 
Proffer my heart. 

Lady Lau. You then would condescend ! 
And, think you, none can condescend but you ? 
Would'st like me — for a friend ? 

Wü. No! 

Lady Lau. No? 

Wil. A friend 
Lies near the heart ; but then there is the core 
That looks for something eise. 

Lady Lau. Which you have found ! 
No? 

Wü. Yes! 
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Ladif Lau. A niistress? 

mi. Yest 

IauIi/ Lau. Whero does slie bide ? 

fVü. Where does slie bide ! Honour, is it rlght 
To take advantage of the love for iis 
That would undo itself — descend for «s 
From State— make partnersbip with namelessneaa — 
Convert high veneration into scorn — 
Quit the bright pageant of emblazon'd lifc, 
To play a poor part in tlie daily cruwd ? 

Lady Lau. Nothing l^All notbing! 

iVil. Gast itself away — 
Give all — gain iiaugbt — unlesä abaaement's gain — 
Naught biit a heart, wbich any one could give ? 

Lady Lau. Nu ! — odIj" one — worth aJl that ever beat 
Cheap purcbased with her own '. 

Wil. {fiside.] O, generous inaid ! 
And aball I take tliy Sterling gold for dross ? 
I must, or I must fly ! Lady, farcwell ! 

Ladt/ Lau. Stay I Yoii luve stoppM too long to gn 

Waa tbere not suniething to be Said ? A word 
About yoiir friend ? Well, sir ; sit down and say it, 

JVil. My friend is noble. 

Lady Lau. Ay ! Ile is noble, is he ? 
Has he a beart ' 

Wil. A brave, and warm oae, too ! 
A man more modest tlian he loves to show. 

Lady Lau. Sir, let bim sliow the most be raay, I'U find 
The man will prove bim very braggart tbere, — 
A man to love wlioni is to boast one 's seif, 
So is lie challenge of all nublene^s .' 
A man who rcscued once a lady's tife ; 
Wbo, for the chance of such salvation only, 
Would risk that life agaiu 'gainst twice the odds ! 
Why do you bang your bead ? Desert for sbame ! 
Assert your^eif, erect your brow, and cast 
A thousand round you down, that only tower 
Beeauae you please to dronp ! doubtful pass 
To come to ! — for a maiden unenforced 
To teil her love !— Wlist can be ursred für lier ? 
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What can ahe urge herseif? — Why tliis, that Heaven 
Inform'd her ; so ahe kiiew its handiwork, 
And worshipp'd Heaven in it ! — Almost, and more 
Than once, you 've said you loved me, hut stopp'd short ! 
I hold a virtiie higher than a grace, 
So prefer honesty to bashfulness — 
As, by this tiine, perhaps, you more than guess ; 
Then, where you ha\ted, will I e'en go on, 
And teil you — yet why need I ? — all is said 
But tlie plaiü downright word, which, if I epeak, 
I shall not make you wise a tittle more ; 
Yet 'tis tke word^ and I will out with it— 
You love me, Wilton, and 'tia love for love ! 
Why, Wilton, where 's your heart f 
Wil. Here at your feet ! 
Ladi; Lau. Then 'tia a contract. 
Wil. Ycs. 

Lady Lau. How loug to last ? 
Wil. For lifo. 

Lady Lau. No lesa a term ! — Were't but a jot 
Shorter than that, I 'd have the compact torn 
And scatter'd to the winds 1 For lue ? 

Wil. For life ! \_The Duke of Gaveston eräers. 

Lady Lau. Then, Wilton, I am youra. But mark 
me, yet ; 
My father cannot wed me gainst my will — 
Against my father's will I'll never wed — 
If I wed ever, Wilton, 'tia with you ! 
Duke. What meana this, daughter ? 
Lady Lau. Did you overliear ? 
Duke. 1 did ! For ahame ! 
Lady Lau. Nay, father, say for shanie 
When I recal what you did overhear ! 
What I'll repeat, nor pay, nor owe, a blush ! 
You are a duke — I am your grace's child. 
We both are debtors to this gentleman 
To aji amount that 's something near the worth 
Of both our hvea ' — You oft have mention'd him 
With gratitude — and, what you spoke, I feit, 
And call'd to mind the time when heroea wore 
The trophies that thev won, tho' emperora'; 
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And wish'd — ay did I, from niy liearts deep tore — 
Such times were now for him. Up to liim, fatlier ! 
Give him the generous liand. If fault thcre i« 
Tlie penalty be mine — o'crleap the gap 
Rank sets between you— reTerenLe the thing 
You owe your title to — whereby alone 
The ancestor that sent it down to you 
Won it ! — Desert ! — The stamp were, eise, a brand ! 

Duke. I own myself your gratoful debtor, sir. 
And what I owe you, sir, I would repay ; 
Aud pray you take niy band as warranty, 
Whicli, as I reckon you a man of lionour, 
I think you know tlie proper liinits of, 
And, knowing, will respect them. — Sir, ypur leave 
To hold somc hrief communion with niy child, 
As what has pass'd behoves her to review ! 

Ladii Laif. Wilton, 'twas all review'd before it 
pass'd. 
Father, I utter it with reverence 
To you ! — It was no idlo passing thought — 
A seedling just appearing above grotind, 
A föot could mock of growth and sweep away ; 
But a deep, fibrous, and abounding root, 
Which, tearing up, you tear up all the ground, 
And that is — all my heart ! — -With thie, farewell ! 
What fruit the tree may bear but time can teil ! 

{Tliey go out severa/ly. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE l.—Lord Byerlys Study. 

Enter Lobd Shbbbrooke and Wilton. 

Sher. A maid of mettle, Wilton ! — a warm heart. 
And honest too — too noble in her wiah, 
To Stint lier tongue. She doea not niew her love, 
As thns, A well^deaerving gentUman, 
She 'äfain believe. Deny it, she would swear to 't ; 
She would ! — su£unmt comely — all the while 
She thinks him paragon. A man, no doubt, 
A lady might qffect ! — while she is amit 
Beyond all doubt ! " A very proper »lature ; 
Wkat some would call a straight and weü-shaped man .' " 
Companion e'en for him of Belvidere ! 
One wliont a tnaiden mightfor kusband take ! 
When sho has married him the Lundredth time 
Tliat moming, conningo'er the ceremony, 
And, louder than the clerk gives out the paalm, 
Chaunting ohei/ I — Ä well-conducted maid ! 
Spring on her lips — a very hackward Spring ! 
And in her heart Midsummer ! — Out upon it ! 
The love, that knowa 'tia juatifled, is wrong 
To hang its head, and droop its lida and make 
Its lips a jailer's porch that opes by halvea, 
In constant watth of whom it may let out — 
Sure token that delinquenta bide within ! 
'Tis even as I say. My eager sire 
Haa got his anawer. She will none of me ; 
Nor stopa she there, biit all the truth avows. 
Her heart is pledged to you ! — She will be wife 
To none, but Wilton Brown. 
Wil. Deolared she that ? 
Sker. Yes ; soon as urged thereon, 
Froni aomething atronger than a hint, the duke 
In conTerse with my father dropp'd. 
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fVü. And gave 
Tlie duke no promiae to enforce your suit ? 

S/m: My father's suit, yo« mean. None,WUton; but 
Excused himself on fair and valid grounds — 
A pledge nnto a dying mother given 
Ne'er to coerce her child's affectiona. 

Wil. How 
Brooks my good lord your fatlier, the o'erturn 
Of wliat he plannM with ao much care, and thoiight 
Beyond mischooce assur'd ? 

Sher. I fear to «peak, 
When what I ought to speak lacks reverence, 
Attd to a name revered ! Content thee, Wilton. 
Betliink thee of a heart o'erfrauglit with hate, 
Bevenge, aught eise in pnssion'a murky list, 
And giiesa how brooks my father his baulk'd wiah ! 
He will be here anon ! — Look to tlie duke ! 
You may befriend him, and I know you would, 
Tho' now the let that keepa you froin your hopea ! 
Spin voliimes out of Iiints — and, Wilton, mind, 
Inquirea my father how I bear myself 
On this reverae, yon teil him I am sped— 
Gone in the dnnips — in doubt to hang er drown ; 
That I do mumble horrora to niyself, 
Biting iny naila — portent of direst things ! 
That I am clean distraught, and meaaure rather 
For & strait jacket thaii a coat and vest 1 
A man, in brief, whose wits are out o" sorts ; 
And ao it ia ! — for ia it not enougli 
Tö drive one iiiad, when one'a content, with freta 
To try and makc him moru content ? I hate 
A man to fill my cup tili it runs o'ur ! 
"Wilton, farewell ! — Report me, if you love me, 
Not what I am, but what I should be. — Slind, 
Keep eye on the weli-being of the dufcc ! ^Goes out. 

Wil. There 's danger toward the diike. I do not blame 
His slight of me ! — l>id I not süght myself ? 
fiebuke my love ? — forbid my bopes to look 
For entertainment at tlieir maater'a Jiands ; 
Owe the duke grudge ? — I bear ill will to none ; 
My heart ia all astonishment and Ioto. 
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The Earl !— My task \jits rföfcw]. Look to the dnke ? 

ril look 
To my own honour — tlien ia all assured ! 

Enler Lord Bvbbdalb. 
Lord Bi/er. Yes, I shall orush him there, where he 
will break — 
Crumble to dust — in his pride ! Tlie match was made — 
Conditions, quick as I propounded tliem, 
Accorded ! Nothing wantiag but consent, 
Tiiere where consent was duty ! There ! — upon 
The very threshold of completion — there 
We stop and all 's undone ! She shall aecept, 
In lieu of one wLo claims a noble stock, 
A niate witJiout a name 1— a spurious graft, 
For a fair seien ! — for a boast, a blusji ! 
And there he sits, at band ! His graee the duke 
Is in a net of his own weaving cauglit ; 
Complota with noted traitors, whose designs 
We yet but guess at — to whose haunts to-night 
I '11 have him dogg'd and, thence as he returna, 
Arrested and committed to the Tower. 
Thus shall I strike one blow, but feather-light 
To one that ia to conie. — My instrumeut ! 

[^Looütiff ai WiLTON. 
I have bome him hard ! I loathe him for the blood 
I more than guess he sharea with me ! Too near 
He neighbouFS with the title and estates 
My brothers' timely deatha withoitt attaint 
Have handed down to me. Conjecture, buay 
WTiile yet a cast remains for chance to throw, 
Conjures «p visions füll of claims to come, 
On rights usurp'd, of which the wearer stripp'd 
Is left, as beggar, bare ! Not trustfully 
Men, wont to scowl, look sweet ; yet sliow the wind, 
That turns foul weatber all at once to fair, 
The wonder 's gone. A reason will suffice. 
Wilton, good morning ! 

Wil. "Wilton!" Whenbefore 
'Twas ever Mr. Brown ! 
Lord Byer. Wilton— 
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mi. Again! 

LordB^er. ThesoundesttrceiBstillüf slowestgrowtb : 
Poplars slioot up to towers, while oaks are twigs. 
So lo\es and friendahips yavy just as trecs ; 
The quiekest form'd are scarce the most robust. 
1 am not one who gives his lieart away 
Upon a fit of liking. I take time ; 
Time is tbe test of tmtli. 'Tis many a day 
Since we knew one another — all wliicli time 
I li3v<" thought much — feit much — but little said : 
And e'eii tliat little churlislily enougli- — 
Morosely, may be. — What, thougii, if I say 
It weilt againat the grain ? It did ao, IVilton. 
I oft have cbid myself for sligbting thee — 
Tax'd myaelf roundly — but niy after-thonglit 
Has ta'en my part ; for who should nourish lovc 
While Chance remaina of Budden witbering 
From some unknown, too late reveal'd, defect ? 
Thus have I kept aloof, but with the aim 
To know the tbing, I wish'd tu draw more near, 
That. once embracing it, the lock might last ! 
I know thee now, and hencefortli we are friends I 

IVil. Hy lord !— 

Lord Bifer- Enough! Iguesswhat thou would'st say; 
I know thy modest natute. Be assured 
Thou canst inatnict ine tbere ; — yet, it may l^c 
Thia aeeming Strange tranaition gendnrs douht. 

Wil. My lord I— 

Lord Bt/er. I know you do not doubt mc. Min, 
Single themselves, are always large of trust. 
I own I stand in need of some; but you 
Can give and have to spare. You are a free, 
A most deserving, more foregoing man. 
Have I not seen your patience? Has it fail'd. 
And has it not been tried ? Ay, has it, "Wilton ! 
Ay, to my shame, I would say, knew I not 
My hcart, and the fair end it had in viow. 
The end, at times, tranaforms the means, that what 
We pass'd in hate, our love looks back upon ! 
Wilton, you onght to rise ! — You have the h ortb ; 
Tlie palra should corae, and shali ! 
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Wil. Alas!— 

Lord Byer. I aay 
I know your modesty — and modesty 
la tliat rare quality men inoat applaud 
But nourisli leaat, because 'tis not its art 
To earich itaelf. The wealthy and tlie liig!» 
Are tho world's idols. "Wilton, yoii muBt rise. 
And then, Lave modosty, or have it not, 
You will be hugg'd ! You have tlie raerit, sir, 
But not ttie front ; and, better have the front 
If you would make your way. There 's not a week 
In the year but mcre pretension playa and wins. 
And merit looking on, that küows the game, 
But doubts to take the cards ! Do I not know, 
The very debta that men contract with you. 
So far frorn claiming, you have ever shimn'd 
The aight of thoae who owe them ! 

Wil. Debts, my lord ! 

Lord Byer. Ay, debts ! 

Wil. I know of Qone. 

Lord Byer. Indeed ! Why, tlien, 
The Duke of Gaveston and his daiighter do ! 
Moreover, as I learn, acknowledge them ; 
Parther, would render payment — One, at least. 
I know the Lady Laura loves you, Wilton. 

Wil. Forbear, my lord ! apeak not lightly of 
A lady's love ! It is her paramount 
Eapecial jewel, over which keep guard 
All thinga most rare iu her tenacious aex ; 
Its radiant trutli ; ita fragrant chaatity; 
Its goodneaa of the 'haviour of the heavena ; 
Its modesty — enliancement of all theae — 
Setting them off witli veil more rare and rieh 
Tlian ever needle broider'd, or the loom ! 
If I were rieh, my lord, as you would say, 
'Twere acarce a tbeme for my rapt aoul and me 
To onter on so freely I 

Lord Bj/er. You are wortli 
Her love, and have it, Wilton ! Nay, ahe makes 
No aecret on't. Her father told me ao ; 
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Founded thereon rejectioti of niy son, 
Altho' with biMerness of galled pride. 

Wü. Xo wonder ! He's a duke ; and what am I ? 

Lord Byer. Why, Wilton, not the humble man you 
think ! 

Wü. Again 1 You know t!ie secret of my birtb 1 

[Jlushing up to LoR]> Byerdalf.. 
Whi) were my parenta ! — O the lonelinesa 
To live and foel, unknowing wlience we sprung ! 
To bcar most gratefully a lieavy debt, 
Enjoining boundless reverence and love, 
Without a token of the benefactors 
We ovre Jt to ! My lord, you are a father, — 
You have a thought of what a son must fecl 
In plight so blank as mine ! "Who were my parents. ?— 
Tho' they were peasaats, teil me ! AU I want 
Is but to know to whom my ycarning lieart 
Had natHre''s right to cleave ! That they are dead 
I know. — Who were they ? Teil nie, that I make 
Out of their memories, breatbing, glowing things, 
To keep witli me and cherish and revere ! 

Lord Byer. Good Wilton— 

Wil. Nay, you have the knowledge. 

I^ord Byer. Yes. 

Wil. Then teil me what you know! — you wuuld 
relieve 
A famish'd man— my lord, I hunger more ! 

Lord Byer. Be patient! — Hear me ! — Now is not 
the time ; 
Content you, what I know you aliall be told, 
Yet learn thas far : — Your voins are frauglit with 

streams 
Were runniiig rieh ere those that fiU the duke's 
Were known to flow. Spare unavailing pains ; 
To that thou hast the power to compasa, give 
Your carea alone. The Lady Laura loves you ; 
You covet her ; you shall poaaess her, ay, 
With wil! of the proiiil duke — if not — with auit ' 
I teil thee, WiUon, be shall seek thee soon, 
More heartily than he did ever shun thee. 
Reckon on that thon hast within thy reach, 
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And, aa to other ventures, trust the windB ! — 
Tliey '11 bring thein home before yoii look for them, 

[GöW out. 
Wil. More liglit — not more content! — Better be dark 
As ever. — Better not to know a part, 
Than, knowing tliat, to liave tlie rest wtthheld ! 
Wlio halts at prospect of tlie pinnacle 
That gives him note liU joumey's end is nigh, 
Except witli fever of inquietude ? 
Way-gono and crippled, rather would he on 
Than l»y him down and reat another night. 
But I niust regt, it seems, howe'er I can ! 
The knowledge of niy birtli hringa tnowledge eise 
They wouJd withhold ! Who lias good news to teil 
Aiid does not teil it out V — Nay, if he stops, 
It is for something that undoes the whole ! 
Conjecture 's waste, that enda where it began ! 
Yet muat I on again, nor better apeed! 
The duke consent to mate liis child with me ? 
How ?— When ?— A reason ?— 'Tis deception all ! 
He playa a part I Said not Lord Sherhrooke now 
His heart waa frauglit with malice 'gainst the duke, 
And meana lie the duke well ? — He lovea not me 
jind does he mean me well f Teil me, the duke 
Will aue to me to wed his noble child ! 
Oh, I would wed her '.—but will wed her never, 
Except with free and füll conaent of honour ! 

\_Goes out. 



SCENE 11.— A Room in t/ie Green Dragon. Sir 
Gbokge Barkley, Sir Richard Fbnwick, Sir 
William Parkyn, 8ir John Fribkd, Harrison, 
Chabnock, and olhers, seated round a table, whereon 
thm'e are paperi and other implemenfs for leriting. 
They rUe and eome ßyrirard. 

Sir G. Bark. Sira, ''tis the joumey's end, without 
the toil, 
The ohance, a thousand things that stop the way 
On a long road, and cause the traveller 
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To ourao tbe aetting out — for what 's tlie atrife ; 
Why, James, or William of Nassau ! — Away 
With one of theni— 'tis done ! 

Sir R. Fen. It was the coiinsel 
I i;leavecl to all along. 

■Sir W. Park. And I. 

Tkeolhers ^except ArmstrongJ. And all. 

Sir G. Bark. Which, bad it beeii allowed to lake 
its course, 
Our hopes had bcen coDsummate now, instead 
Of tliings to question, 'Sdeath, sirs ! men resolved 
To act, sliould on like men, and act at oncc, 
Nor atop and gape about them ! 

Arm. Coloncl Green — 

.S(»-G. B(W^. Wlio'athat? 1 trust all liere are friends! 

Arm. 'Twas I 
That spoke ! 

Sir G. Bark. And what of Colonel Green ? 

Arm. The plan 
Was liked by all but him— I meant to say 
No inorc. 

Sir G. Bark. The plan was liked by all but him '. 
Who broke it to him ? 'Tis for him to act, 
Not plot. He does not like tho covert blow ! 
No more do I^no moro does any man. 
But if one blow will save a million, strike, 
And novor hang dobating on the mode. 
The Colonel has seen servico— 

Arm. Yoii say right. 
He'B an old soldier and a gallant one ! 

Sir G. Bark. Who does not know it ? — AV"i!l yoii 
let me speak. 
And bide your time — or, must yon speak, t^peak on. 
But teil US something new ! He is a soldier, 
And, would he mutter at an ambuscade f 
Or, never haa he plann'd nor captainM one ? 
I Warrant you ! — 'Twere news indeed to him 
To teil him war is free to stratagems ; 
And says he it is peace t Why are we here. 
And others sitting in our easy chaira? 
Are not our own doors, sira, the very last 



db,Google 



THE SECRETARY. 31 

We dare to knock at ? Are we the king's inen, 
And dts anfither on our master's tlirone ? 
The fight ia over 1 Is it ? — Ay ! — indeed, 
While in their slieaths our rapiera restless !ie ! 
Before a month an arrny *a in the field, 
And is it peace ? 

Sir R. Fen. You are warm ! 

Sir G. Bark. I own I am. 

Sir J. Frimd. We are all agreed. 

Sir G. Bark. But others ahould be hete. 
Where ia the Duke of Gaveston ? 

Sir li. Fen. Have you broached 
The purport of our meeting to bis grace ? 

Sir G. Bark. No ; fov bis grace ia like a restive horae, 
Given to back at starting — free enougb, 
If once he 's made to go. Lead him by the liead 
A little, and be '11 progress. 

Sir W. Park. Hark ! a step ! 

Sir G. Bark. See who it is ! — Wbo is it ? 

Sir W. Park. 'Tis the duke. 

Enter the Dt'KB op Gaveston, 

Sir G. Bark. Your grace ia welcome, though the 
bour rebukea 
Your punctuality. 

Duke of Gav. Nay, Sir George Barkley, 
The most assared purpose iniist resign 
The mastery to chance ! My coach brokf down. 

Sir W. Park. His grace is füll in time 

Sir G. Bark. I do not mean 
To blame bis grace — but a censpirator 
Is one who sails in treacheroua latitudea, 
Where tempests giye uo warnm^, but blow up 
Tiie waves at once ; where, wiiile you look at him, 
Tlie 8Un goes out, and all the heaven is wrack; 
And thundera bellow the next minute only, 
To tliat when scarce the ripple at the bow 
Whisper'd tbe vesael'a course. So I miatrust, 
Yet cause aee none to fear. Possess tbe duke 
Of wbat we have debated and resolved. 

[T/ie Dl-ke retii-M wilh Sir W. I'arkvn. 
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Sir J. Friend. [aside io Sir G. Barkley]. His 
grace ia potent ; wliat if lie deiniir ? 

Sir G. Bark, [ßside to Sir J. Friexd]. He will 
demur! — obserye his grace's ioolis ! 
He likes not foreign aid ! — tliat frets tlie grain. 
Ho will not aail with us if lic oan help ; 
But Iie 's aboard and we commaad the sbip \ 
'Tia but "Up anchor," and we send along ! 
The cloud again, but darker! 

Thtke of GaD. ^Coming foncur^. Never, sirs ! 
'Gainst foreign aid I enter, come wbat may, 
My protest. If we cannot right outselvea, 
We '11 bear cur wrongs, and let our brothers havc 
The day, howe'er unjustly, rather than 
Commit ourselves and them into the hands 
Of the natural enemy ! — and aa for bim 
Who liaa «surp'd the throne, as we aver, 
Why, let hiui keep it, if to strike him thence 
Needa the assaaain's arm. The noblest cause 
Woro damn'd to seek auccess by means so foul ! 
The field, sirs, if you will !— I am with you tliere ; 
But not in a conspiracy like this, 
Befittiag men who make a trade of blood — 
Abhorr'd of those who bire them ! 

Sir G. Bark. You are quick 
In making up your mind to draw your stakes ! 
You are in the game, and must abide the dcal. 

Duke of Gav. Must, sir ! 

Sir G. Bark. PImu Speech fits best in grave affairs ! 
Sira, we are like to mariuers escaped 
A foonder'd ship, in open boat at aea ; 
The will of the majority is law. 
He who demurs to which goes overboard ! 
Here are our meaaures atated ; whereunto 
Want but our aignatures as evidence 
For one and all, that all coramitted stand ! 
Come ; while thia aolemn act proceeds, unsheath. 

\_Thcy dram. 
His grace, in point of right, precedence takea. 

Duke of Gav. I will not sign, airs, neither draw 
my sword. 
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Sir G. Bark. Igragping tAe DrKE''s wrisf]. Nay, 
mjr lord duke, you must. 

Col. Green, [ewterira^]. Good even, sira ! 
A wontod gueat may come unbidden. 

Sir G. Bark. Green ! 
Who let you in f 

Col. Green. Wlio durst not keep me out. 
And if he could, what ia the use of doors 
When Councils are not dose ? — You talk too niucli, 
Good Sir George Barkley ! Since I thwarted you 
A month ago in tliese same measures, which, 
To carry through, you now conveue your frienda, 
You have boasted fifty times, by tliis and tliat, 
To divers hearera, and in divers haunta, 
You 'd bring your plans to bear, in which, I grieve, 
Others that should know better, aide with you. 
But not with you my buaineaa. 

Sir G. Bark. Whom besides ? 

Col. Green. The Duke of Gavestun. But that he 
were bere, 
I had not come. He ia refractory ; 
I aaid he would be so, and I am glad ; 
For propheta like to aee their words come true, 
Good Sir George Barkley ! — 

Sir G. Bark. Sir? 

Col. Green. You make too free 
With bis grace'a sleeve ! So pleaae you, let it go. 

Sir G. Bark. Who abeta treacbery ? 

Sir J. Friend and others. None bere ! 

Col. Green. Well awd, 
Assaasination ! Well aaid, the allies 
Of the common enemy ! — the gentleraen 
Who plan wben William next should bunt the stag — 
A masquerade, wherein the foreign bravo 
Should don the Britiab eportaraan'a jovial gear, 
Who gives the game a ehance ! — who undertake 
To give kind welcome to a force from France — 
Suffer her skipping aons to flourish here 
Weapona that never left their acabbarda yet, 
Escept with threat againat a British throat 1 
Who abets treacbery ? So ! Sir George Barkley, 
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I siiy, once moro, let go bis grace''s sleeve l 
I wish a Word with him. 

Sir G. Bark. Is't not enough 
We are gainsaid? — shall we be bearded too— 
üur weapons in our hands ? 

Col. Green. Beware, the first 
Who stirs to atrike. Tlio^ many look one way, 
All are not of one mind. Gotid 8ir George Barkley, 
You should know better ! Men, in counting friends. 
May Chance to overlook a foo or two. 
Before you call a game of swords, belioves 
You make sure of the sides, Moreover, sir, 
The 'wisdst man couuts most upon himself, 
As I, you see, have done ! 

[_Throu;s back kis cUiak and sliows himself /imvidei! 
witk pistols, v^f. 

Beware, Sir Georgu, 
For pistols make reporta '. — reports are heard ! 
Triggers are quick ! aod, if tlie priming burns, 
Why then, in an old band, is powder dust 1 
I have a sword besides, that 's used to odds. 
As more than one can vouch ! Come. Sir George 

Barkley, 
Let go the duke this minute, or the next 
A bullet 'a throngh your head ! — ^You know I mark 
Whenever I fake aim ! 

[Sir George Barklbv releasa the Dikb. 
That 's courteous, sir' 
Your grace will plcaae to leave my frontage clear. 
And Step a pace behind me. Now, Sir George, 
A minute's parloy if you will. 

Ckar, We treat 
You fairly ; wherefore do you thwart «a tluis ? 

Col. Green. You treat me fairly ! Hear you, tiir 
Greorge Barkley — 
I apeak to you, air, you ! the head of those 
Who treat me fairly ! Sir, yon hatch'd this plot 
Without my privity ! Was that fair ? It 
Was wise— I sliould have cruah'd it in the hatohing l 
You wam'd me hold niyself in roadiness, 
With ten of those who follow me, to back you 
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Id ttie enterpriae, but never once let out 

The nature on't, — "Was that fair ? It was prudeut : 

The breath yo« breathed it in had been your last one ! 

A friend — I have aome— put me on my gnard. 

/ wo» to leam kereafter ! when I stood 

ünwittingly committed in the faot ! 

And yet he teils me I am treated fairly ! 

And had it come to pass, sure as you hear me, 

Straight to the block had I given up myaelf, 

And dragg'd you thithtr with nie, one and all ! 

Sir G. Bark. Design you to betray us ? 

Col. Green. No ; that'atruth; 
But I'U defeat your plans ! — That's truth again ! 
Your names I ne'er divulge ! Your heads are aafe, 
For any hint that I shall give the axe ! 

Arm. He ia a man of honour — fear bim not. 

Sir G. Bark. But I do fear him. 

Col. Green. Do, and reap the fruit ! 
A craven spirit scared without a cause ! 

Sir G. Bark. We should not let him go. 

Col. Green. Nay, but you should, 

Sir G. Bark. Wherefoie ? 

Col. Green. Because you muat. Good even, friends ! 
Be what you were when I made one among you, — 
Soldiers ! — I hold not compact with assassins 1 
Trust to yourselves ! — Make aot alliea of foes ! 
For him who owna tbe throne another fiHs, 
Array the honourable, open field, 
Then call me traitor if I show not tliere 1 
Ptay move not from your places — Wo can find 
The stairs without your help — which trust me, sirs, 
Were pains that scarcely would repay themselves ; 
And so I taie my leave. — A kind good night ! 

[The Duke and Colonel Green go oul. The others 
drau) into a knot in the back ofthe xlage. 
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SCENE l.—A Roo« 



Enter Colunel Gkeen and a Vad^. 

Co/. Green. My business will not stay, air ! 'Tis 
direct 
And urgent. It is donc this very hour, 
Or not at all. Your own discretion use ; 
But uaiog it, reniove all blamc from ine. 
Tlie Council sits ; and, as you say, no doubt 
On grave affairs ; but graver bring mt' hitiicr. 
So teil Lord Portland. 

Page. May I ctave your oame ? 

Col. Green. No, sir; my buainess h my name ; und 
tbat 
I teil to none but liini. 

Page. Ile scarcc will grant 
An audience to an unknown Tisitor. 

Col. Green. And, if I givemyname, lamunltnown. 
What then, sir ? Doyouknowme? No. To yo« 
Or htm, I give wliat name I please ; but, save 
My own, I shall give none, and that, so please you, 
I will not give. My business is of monient ! — 
Instant in matter vital to the king ; 
That for your Warrant to perform my wish. 
Yet aomething farther. Teil liia lordahip, one 
"VVhoae life he saved, craves apeech with liim. Tlie 

Boyne 
Will help Iiia memory as to time and place. 
An officer disniounted in the rout, 
Who would not aak his life from awords, enow 
To give disconifort to a wavering troop : — 
His lordahip saw my plight — call'd off the doga, 
And saved the game, at bay ! He'll recollect, 
Elae ia his memory shorter, sir, tlian mine ; 
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For I shail ne'er forget it tili I die ! 
Now roay I trust you'll pleasiire me? 

Page. I shall. C^^e« out. 

Cül. Green. No man is bound when evil counselswarp 
Those he contracted with on honest grounds. 
There "s the default of combinations. Mcn 
Respect the compact more than they love tnith, 
Keep it together when 'tis crack'd and flaw'd 
With rank defect, thro' folly creeping in, 
Cunuing or crime, and ought to fall to pieces ! 
Brand ine a traitor ! — aay X am foreswom ! — 
If I muat hold with raen, or lose the graap 
Of mine own soul ! Away the allagation 
That flouts the lawa of man — mocks those of Heaveu ! 
My honoar's dear content is cheaply kept 
At loas of the whole world ! — Conscience is all ! 
But let me not forget the leagner'd duke, 
Now in the toils of some close enemy — 
Belike the Earl of Byerdale. — Hevenge 
For the rejection of the aon ! 'Twas stränge 
They captured him, yet laid not liand on me. 
Herein hia caae I have in füll set forth, 
And pleaded as his bearing warranted, 
For Wilton's aake. No friend of mine is he ! 

Entcr the PiOE conducting in ike Kinh. 
Page. Tliis \b thö pereon. 

King. So! — You may withdraw. [Paok retirea. 

I recollect him ; tho' twclve yeara miglit serve 
A longer memory for plea to lose 
A trace of one beheld hnt once, and then 
In wrack of tempest. Yea ; it is tiie man ! 
Tho' by his air, more than his person known. 
He knowa not me. Report, that gatherer 
Of all that comes to band — which oft picka up 
Falsehood as truth— has pass'd another for me. 
Your business, Sir ? 

Col. Green. See I at last the man 
To whom I owe my life ? 
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King. You See that man. 

Col. Green. And, if I do, first let me say to hiiu 
My debt, altho' long duc, was ne'er forgot ; 
And, tlio' to pay it I am bankrupt, savc 
In gratitude, yet that has known no waatc 
From lapse of time ; but still has grown and grown, 
Till now Tay heart, half bursting with ita fraught, 
Ilas scarce the power to lay it down before him '. 

King [a^i'iie]. A man of generoiia nature well as 
brave! 
I did myself befriend, befriending you \ 
I recoUect you ; tho' the veil whieh yeare 
CastB o'er the face they have had time to weave. 
I recollect you, Sir ! A gallant man 
Is scarce forgotten by his brother, tho' 
At odds with hini— especially when aeen 
In si:rait that proves him mettle to the core I 
Such as beleaguer'd you. I am very glad 
You 'scaped the further hazard of the day, 
And live in health to this. 

Col. Green. 0, my good lord — 

King. Your business, pray you ; 

Col. Gveen. If I speak of oue, 
You serve and reverenco, by a title, less 
Tlian that you name him mith, forgive a man 
Who baying been the subject of a king 
Who had a throne, pays him allegiance nuw 
Without onc. 

King. Sir, I understand you. Spare 
ExCTiaes ! Save compunction ! We shall spe;ik 
Of William of Nassau. What you would >;av 
Eefera to him ? 

Col. Green. His safety ! 

King. Ay! 

Col. Green. His lifo! 

King. His life is in High Hände, Sir, and to those 
He trusts it ! 

Col. Green. Those who do not fear auch hands 
Are arra'd against hia lifo. 
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King, Sir, every day 
Is rife with rumours — every day we hear 
Of plots a-hatohing, ready to start up; 
Yet day succeeda to day and nothing stirs 
To cost a wink of sleep ! The King's at ease — 
That 19 — I should say — William of Nassau ! 

CqI. Green. Your lordsliip will compel me say "the 
King," 
If for my feelinga thus you tax your own ; 
And, yet, I should not say it. 

King, Nothing say 
But wliat you ghoutd say. What "a the danger, sir, 
You hint at 1 

Col. Green. What I know on better ground 
Than simple rumour ! What with my own eyes 
I have Seen — have heard with mine own ears — had been 
A party to, but that, at the first blush, 
My aoul revolted at the treason ! 

King. Treason 
To William of Nassau ! 

CoL Green. To mine own honour ! 

King. I thought, sir, 'twaa the life of such a man 
I saved ! Go on ! 

Col. Green. Ere I proceed, I have 
A boon to aak — nay, a condition. 

King. Well ! 
Say a condition, 'tis accorded! — Name it, 

Col. Green. Netto bo importuned — far less required — 
To divulge a single name I for they are mates 
I hitherto raade common cause with — brothers 
In honourable venture — bonded with me 
By wear of sinew and by waste of blood. 
If I defcat the guilt, it is enough ; 
I '11 not betray the guilty, come what may ! 

King. It 19 euough ! 

Col. Green. But fiirther yet, my lord ; 
If aught transpire to bring to perfect light 
The plot with its contrivers, I shall stand 
Aloof ! — No evidence of mine be call'd 
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To fix the penalty on the accuscd — 

And, tho' it were, I sliould be muty, and koep 

My silence steadfast to the very block. 

King. I think you would ! — Ilave all that you 
dem and — 
My honour is impledged ! And now, the peril \ 

Col. Green. Assassination ! 

King, That is a base pass 
For your king's cause to come to ! 

Col. Green. On my soul 
He knowa it not ! Did he, upon the same 
Immortal, iixecoverable pledge, 
If forfeited — he would denounce it, though 
It cost frustration of hie regal hopes ! 

King. \^aßer a pause.'^ You are a loyal man \ — 
Wliat farther, sir, 
Concerning "William of Nassau i C'nless 
You throw somc farther light, he 'a Struck before 
He aees the blow. 

Col. Green. To-morrow hc will dine 
With my Lord Roinney — 

King. Ay ? — Belioves our William 
He wliiBi>er liia engagements with his friends t 
Well? 

Col. Green. He will bü heset with twicethe aum 
Of his accustom'd guards. 

King. That 's matter, sir; 
Proceed, 

Col. Green. Ün Saturday, towards tcn at night, 
He is like to pass 'croas Tumham Green. 

King. Indeed \ 
A worse than bootleas joumey aaved perhaps, 
Or taken at more Charge of retinue I 
Aught elae ? 

Col.Green. If thej'arebaffled there, he hunts; 
And, on some breathing day, they will take eare 
To tiim out such a field that Death hiniself 
Shall ride along with hiin. 
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King. Tiiey go to work 
In earnest ! 

Col. Green. 0,iny lord ! Protect yonr king ! 
Counael him to be wMy ! Hedge him round 
With safety thickly ! — thickly, my good lord ! 
For your own aake — for your fair country's sake, 
Tliat loathes the secret stab — Kay for liis own ! 
For he is bravo — a thousand milea above 
Ä foul and daatard death ! — an upright prince ! 
Aa all allow — even bis enemiea ! 
Grateful to those who serre him — meaning well, 
Evon in tbe act wliicli I and maiiy more 
Traverse and bear vritb blame — Altho" to him 
I ne'er owe fealty, nor bend tbe knee, 
Nor— 

King. Stop ! — yoii are in error all aiong ; 
Whicb, with your leave, 1 now will set to rights. 
'Tia not tbe lord of Portland talks with you; 
'Twas not tbe lord of Portland aaved your lifo ; 
His squadrons William of Nassau awbile 
In person led. He saw yon, tbick beaet ; 
He heard tbe death or quarter proffer'd you ; 
Tbe latter, point at tbroat, you would not ask ! — 
The firat, were ready — like a cavalier 
Whose aoul was in tbe cause he battled for 
And saw was lost— to take! He stopp'd tbe tbruat ; 
Saw you remount, and order'd you free way ! 
You aay it was a debt — well ; be it so ! 
But, if it was, 'tis amply now repaid ; 
And take acquittance füll, and tbanka, to boot, 
From William of Nassau ! 

Col. Green. Tbe king !— My life 
Your higbness' gift ! — Then 'tis your higbness' duo. 
And on my knee, I tender it I 

King. Indeed ! — 
I did not look for thia. 

Col. Green. I know it, sire ! 
And, thereforo, tender 't tbe more heartily. 

King. Riae, pray you ! 



•dby Google 



42 TUE sechetahy. 

Teach me liow I am to name you. 

You heaitate !— Enough ! — Take your own time 

And opportunity, I shall expect 

To hear from you. — Nay, sincc you give me right, 

I do command that you apprise me fuily 

Touching the knowledge which I now fijrego ! 

And now, good morning, sir. If X liave found 

A subject, well ! — if not — you havc found a frieud ! 

Col. Green. A king ! my liegt'. 

Kiiig. Then, sir, the bettcr friend ! 

Col. Green. 0, yet vouchsafe, my liege, iuiotl 
momeut : 
One who his life imperil'd yestemight, 
Diacountenancing foulest treaeheiy, 
Was in my presence by your measenger 
Arrested, and, aa truly I believe, 
Not upon public but base priTate grounda — 
The Duke of Gaveston. 

King. Ay!— I know the duke 
Afiects another'a cause ; but, by my crown, 
I hold Inm aa an open enemy, 
And bear no grudge to him.— Concems that scroll 
The duke? 

Co!. Green. [_presenfing the seroll^- It does. 

King. I ahall pcruse it, sir. 
And wben I know the man who gaye it me— 
Ab I do hold you bound to let me know him — 
Declare my judgment oa it. 

Col. Green. Yet, my liege, 
Another moment. — Deera me not a man 
Who looaely cleavea ! Had I been auch a one, 
I had been ahaken o£f by slights, neglects, 
Short-comings, and oEtencea, long ago ! 
Nay, fartlier, — think not 'tis my personal 
Peculiar debt alone determines me 
I' the transfer of my duty ; for of late, 
I have begun to see, despite my wish, 
Anothtjr good, neglected formerly, 
Incorporated witli the regal weal 
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In your more equal, patriotic sway, 
I aay 't with pain of heart, yet hearty fwth, 
Aiirt, to assert it, hencefurth draw my breath. 
{JThey go out 



SCENE II.— Lord Bybrdale's Library. Wilton 
dücovered sitling. He comes forward. 

Wil. Hope ! ready promiser, unsure performer, 
Unequal architect, that builda the mole, 
Which breaks the mountain billowa into spray ; 
Or fabrics fragile, aa tho goBsainera' 
That come and vanish with the dew3 of morn ; 
Bitter betrayer, yet sweet counseÜor, 
Voucher believed, with thousand broken oaths ! 
Friend false, yet, for a faii face, trusted still — 
Why do I listen to thee ? Joyful dream, 
That turna out oft, on wakiog, blank deapair, 
Why do I trust thy visions, and dream on, 
Grasping the good I neyer may enjoy ? 
Yet art thou blest so far — The naked wretch 
Goes clad by thee, the while — the hungry feasts ! 
The wo-begone forget their teara and amile ! 
The better part of being is fill'd up 
With solace by thee, and the load, that eise 
Would break the back, ia borne with patience still ! 
Thou art the anodyne which luUa the pang, 
That should not chide thee, tho' it wakes again ! 
The stimulant which breaks the lethargy, 
Which, tho' it close on ua again, thou robfa'at 
Of 90 much being, eise were awallow'd up ! 
Thou art a good, altho' a donbtful 
And, wanting thee, this fitful coure f 1 f 
Were never half run thro' ! I'lt deal w tb thee ! 
But, yet, -with question ; so, by thj d fault 
I suffer leaa, and, if thou keep'st thj w d 
Lose nothing of the gain thou prom at 
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Euter Williams. 
Will. A lady, sirj wouM ?peak wJth vou. 
mV. Ä liidy ?— 
With ine ? — Conduct iier in, [Williams goes out. 

Wliat syinpathy 
Lives 'twixt mj- lieart and her's tliat comes, that thus 
I am all alarms ? 

[Williams re-enters, conduciing in LaJy Lacra veited. 
Withdraw. 

[Williams ffoe* ou;. Wh.ton 'iffers a cliair, ichich 
is dcciined. 
Will you not sit ? [_Shi: dfclines ayaiit. 

Uadatn, your will ? 

Lady Lau. The füllest credit, sir, 
A gentlewoman in unwonted strait, 
Compelling her to slight allowed forma, 
'ila.y challengü at a mao of honour's hands, 

WiJ. T!ie voice ia hera — her lineaments and form 
The air betrays, whicli none coiild mock so well, 
As to deceive the eye, inatructed once 
How Bymmetry and beauty bear themselves 
United in one costly paragon ! 

Ladt) Lau. A tardy answer speaks a doubtful suit ; 
The boon we wish to grant is graced at oncu ! 
I blush oDough, believe me, at my boldness, 
To need to blush at your rebuff as well. 

Wil. \Rmhmy vp io Iier and taking her fiand.] It miist 

be you ! 
Ladt/ Lau. [^Throwing baclc her veil.2 Wilton, 'tia I ! — 
IWiLTOfi qfers to kneel.2 Forbear. 
Nay, keep yoar feet. Knee give me none, save that 
Obedience bends ! I know not reverence 
Of shows and worda !— I challenge nono at all 1 
Why aliould 1 ? — I, that poorly have upheld 
My maiden State ! or am I all-forgot ? 
And did you woo me long? — protcst your love 
A thousand timea ero I would lend an ear ? 
Sue me with sigha as thick as winter gusts, 
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To win a hreath of faint encouragement ? 
Besiege each access to my chary love, 
My pity, pride, tmst, generosity. 
Tili heait of stone could not withetand the dint 
Of such enforcement, and, to yield, bccaiue 
A grace in moat unqnestion'd modesty ? 
Didst thou all these, or any one of tliese ? 
Or — was I cheaper tlian a peaaant won, 
That'ä found not, aave by aeelting ? 

im. Lady— 

Ziad^ Lau, Lady ! 
Ay ; I liave borne myself most loftiiy ! 
Maintain'd my aex's rights with most higli band ! 
I thought I had ! — If I bad met you, Wilton, 
In a gay ball, I sbould have pass'd you by 
With eye withdrawn soon as it lit ou you ; 
For face and form of man I ne'er perused. 
So was X wont to pore upon the spirit 
That makea the bigh romantic in your ses ; 
But when I mark'd your visage kindling up 
With all that prompts what chivalry enacts, 
As, Single to my foes you stood opposed — 
A bastion 'twist aggression and tlie weak — 
Comely and stately ! garrison'd by proof 
Of valour, trutb, and generosity, 
The Vision, which, from girlhood e'en tiU tben, 
My soul bad raised, embodied stood before me. 
And al! my wonian'a nature clung to theo ! 

Wil. What mean your words? Something is wrong! 
What is it ? 

Lady Lau. All 's wrong ! — A maid sbould be an iciwle, 
Yielding but drop by drop — and then with chilling 
Cold to the last ! Melting, not of berself, 
But 'gainst her nature ! — tben she 's worth the tbawing ! 
Frankness in her is not a virtue, or 
'Tis one that will undo her ! She sbould go 
Without a beart ! — It is her poverty 
To have one ! Men aver they prize her for 't ; 
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But v^hen they find she has one, and 'tia tlieits, 
They care fort, as for tliat they cast away ! 

Wil. And if your lieait is mino, my dearest hopes 
Were with it cast away. 

Ladi/ Lau. Your dearest hopcs I 
They are no longer hopes I — You arc surc of tliem I 

Wil. Madam ! 

Ladii Lau. Ay, Madam ! 
My Lady Laura Gavcston ! — the duke's daughtcr I 
TcU me tbe truth ! Have I not play'd my part 
Most poorly ? "With niost abjcct, paltry spirit ? 
Heaven ! hut a maid 's in an extremity 
That teils her lovc ! But do lue justice, sir ; 
Or hear me justify myself ! I saw you 
Of humblc rank, but thought your naturc nobli; 
Beyond enhancing by a tliousand patents ! 
I saw that you affected mc — you did so. 
But that, what the mere name of rank liad loosed 
Tlie essenee tied — your tongue. — I apoke, because 
You could not speak — spoko for myself, I own. 
But for myself, because I spoke for you ; 
Else, never ! — I had witber'd to a shroud, 
And alt bad wonder'd bow ! With but my heart 
You might havc staid content, as I witli yours. 
My hand, have left to chance ! It was not fair 
To win it in a strait, without advice 
Or liint ! No will of mine consulted !~ " Yea." 
Or •' Nay," a cyplier ! — no more Option than 
A bargiün bought and sold ! Youra wiH I bc, 
But iiow ? Witli all my beart ? No, Wilton !— (ii> 
Not back for what I apeak !— I will be tliine !— 
It must be, but alas ! how fall'n in pride ! 
How sliamed beyond endurement ! how betiay'd ! 
How jarr'd in love— for I do love you still ! 
How broken in content at prospering I— 
How balk'd in all made hope of unioa aweet ! 

Wil. How üomes tliis ruin where I notbing see 
That'a flaw'd, far lesa gives way? — lady!— 
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Lady Lau. Peace ! 

Enough ! To-night we wed. 
WiL We wed to-night ! 
Lady Lau. "Whence all this wondor where tliere'a 

nothing new ? 
WH. Äll's new to me ! All stränge that you 

Tbe last most stränge of all ! 

Lady Lau. And know you naught 
Touching the earl ? 

Wil. \j-ecoUecting kimself^. The earl ! 

Lady Lau., You recollect ! — 
Your wander'd thoughts come home ! 

Wil. I see it all ! 
Something has bwn transacted which you think 
I have lent aidance to, — with which uiy wiah, 
You think, haa gone along, or my consent ! 
1 am clear as your unqucstionable eelF 
In ea«h of theae respects ! The earl — 

Lady Lau. Go on ! — 
There is the shoal that wrecka me, or, eacaped, 
Sees me at anchor with a freight to scorn 
An Argosie ? — Go on ! — 

Wil. What you aver 
Shall come to pass, he told me should arrive. 

Lady Lau. But not the meaus? — ffilton, if j-et I 
duubt, 
It is with yeaining for the Clearing up, 
That brightneas may be perfect — not a wreath 
To flit across the welkin of my hopes, — 
But sun ! all sun ! — But not the means ? 

Wil. No! 

Lady Lau. No ? 
I am thy wife to-night ! — At ten to-night 
I plight thee troth for troth ! 

Wil. Wlierel 

Lady Lau. Bless tbee for 
That question ! 

Wil. Where? 
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Lady Lau. Again ? Nor once too oft — 
() my tenaciouB bouI, not pleased enougSi 
With proof on proof, but grasps at more and more. 
TrVhere ? — Guess ! 

Wil. Thy father's bonse ? 

Lady Lau. My fatbers jail ! 

Wil. His jail ! 

Ladiß Lau. The Tower ! Nay, do not gasp ; and yet 
Didst tliott not, Wilton, I should atint for breath, 
I should not faeed, tho' «e'er again I drew! 
Forgive me ! Clear thou notJiing know'st ! Forgive 
me ! ^Kneels to Wilton. 

Wil. Rise! 

Lady Lau. To tby arms I will — my pardon seal'd 1 

Wil. [rauirig her]. 0, hope outdone — reality un- 
ilream'd. 

Lady Lau. Listen, lest opportunity be gone. 
My father on a. charge of treaaon bides 
A pria'ner in tlie Tower. These are times 
"When not men's reasons, but their passions, iill 
The judginent-seat ; wherefore, it oft goes hard 
Witb innoccnce itself. The axe alone 
Is auro of ita rights, and tlioae, and more, it geta ; 
And takea them sudden quick ! — Ab, Wüton! — Well! — 
Thia knows ray father — thia tbe earl has nt^ed ; 
Has plann'd evasion of, and will atford ; 
Upon condition that tbe hoiir wliich sets 
My father free, sball see bis child in bonda 
She'll wear with all herheart — put on by tbee! 
Forbear ! I know tby tboughts ! — Speak not ! — Hear 

It muat be ! — Moro a maidcn should not say ! 

Yet wherefore ? — Love that 's not ingenuous 

Does not deaerve and sbould abjure the name 1 

Whate'er tbe motives of the aubtle earl, 

Let it be, Wilton, for my fatber'a sake ! 

If not for bia sake, let it be for tbine ! 

If that lacka cogeucy, for my sake, tben 1 [Knockiny. 

Listen — a siunmons at the portal ! — Wilton, 
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Tay me notendance as I leave tlie house ; 
Let me go forth aa I were nobody! 
Thou 'It do my bidding ? 

Wil. Yes. 

Ladt/ Lau. Tliy word/s my soul ! 
Ät teil to-night, thou wedd'stnjein the Tower ! 

Wil. With faculties more lapsed, ne'er vision left 
The rapt beholder — vanishing, while yet 
His soul was on the strain, where teosion stopa, 
Or Huaps ! Belief at once recoils, and trusta ; 
Questions the senaes, with their eridence 
Distinot and streng as e'er defied disproof ! 
Asks " Is it so ?" and answer'd, to content 
Of reason, Starts a doubt, and asks again, 
Without a ground save its own stränge amaze ! 
Give looae to joy, and welcome Fortune, thongh 
Her visit is unlook'd fot, and she comes 
With face all bright, where acarcc you hoped a smile ! . 
The earl ? — Wliy how is thia ? — Why breaks he up 
The goodly Company of my fair thoughta, 
Tliat fly at his approach ! 

Lord Bijer. \fntertng\. Wilton, good news ! 
I would have been the harbinger, but find 
A friend haa been heforehand with me — still 
I say " Good newa ! " and give thee hearty joy ! 
The Lady Laura weds thee, boy, to-night ; 
And henoe you bear her 1 Said I not, good Wilton, 
It should be so ? And that it is so, take 
The Warrant of the duke. — \_Give» a paper. 

You have his child's ; 
I met her as I entei'd. Sooth, she well 
Affecta thee ! — a fair bride, and free aa fair ! 
See how her father makea thee füll amenda 
For all the alight he show'd thee. 

Wil. {reading.'} From the Tower ? 
Lord Byer. Ay, Wiiton, He would meddle — take a 
part— 
In the game arcli-traitors' play — Tliecards were Struck 
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From bis hands, tho' scarce in time to save the stake, 
Hia life— wbich he must owe to thee. — You read ? 

Wil. I <io, my lord. 

Lord Ji)/er. He speaka his wishes plainlj- ? 

Wil. He doee. 

Lord Bi/ei: And urgently i 

Wil. And urgently. 

Lord Byer. I said it should be so. 

Wil. You did_but— 

Lord Byer. But ! — 
Do you domur ? Well ? — what ? — Is tlie duke to die '. 

Wil. I would but ask— 

Lord Byer. You would but ask — 

Wil. My lord i— 

Lord Byei: Ask nothing wben your wish ia at the 

But welcome it, lest, once you shut it out, 
It never como again ! I have done my best, 
And biook not questioning. Are you content, 
Or are you not ? If not, no härm is done 
To you ; and, for the duke, he luust abide 
The issue whercto you abandon Inm ! 
Speaks the duke plainly ? 

Wil. Yes. 

Lovd Byer. The lady said 
Tliat you atood bound to her to do his will. 
Goüd sooth, it GDSt no cffort, I should think ! 
Why atart a bindrance now ? 

Wil. I Started none : 
I only- 

Lord Byer. Only is too niucli — offenco 
Jly honour will not hrook. You doubt the means — 
I know you do.^Doubt on, and lose the end ! 
The actor voucbes for the a«t, and scorns 
Interpretations — whieh come gracelessly 
From tlioae ho meana to sen-e 1 1 am content ; 
Let that suffice ! — If not, why let it pa.ss ! 
And on good fortune turn the thankless back. 

Wil. I am notunthankful. 
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Lord Byer. No ? Thün close at once ; 
And, without more ado, with what's 

Wil. I do. 

Lord Byer. Your honout to't ! 

Wa. 'Tiagiven. 

Lord Byer. Take, in eschange, tlie bridegroom'a joy 
to-night, 
Who at the altar clasps the tnaid Iie loves 
In that embrace which fathers can't unlock. 
I '11 write a wurd or two. [i'ös and writes. 

Wil. I fee! as one 
"Who walks 'midst quicksaods, and at every afep 
Feara to be swallow'd up. My heart misgives — 
Teils me some gnlf 's at band— yet muat I on ! 

Lord Byer. This gives you entrance to the Tower, 
and tbis 
Egress with wliom you will. I'll wait you bere. 
Ten is tbe bour. Tbe cbaplain of the fortress 
Has been bespoken, and will tie tbe knot 
Quickly and fast. Prepare you for love's voyage ; 
Hence shall you hie to ahip ! Fair winda attend you ! — 

Wil. 0, yet a word, my lord — No doubt — a boon, 
Toucbing myaelf alone ! You aaid my blood 
Waa richly noble — teil me wlio I am ! 

Lord Syer. {afler a pause.'\ I will, upon conditio« 
of an oath. 

Wil. Propound it. 

Lord Byer. That what I divulge, you '11 keep 
Strict from your mistress and tbe duke, until 
Hia prison walls are paaa'd, It alters naught 
Which oQght to atand. — Thou art of noble blood — 

Wil. Am I ? — I give my oatb. 

Lord Byer. {aidde~\. I nothing risk ! 
It is a triumph which invitea me now. 
And longer to delay were misery. 

Wil. speak, my lord ! 

Lord Byer. I see you burn to know. 
Wiltnn, we share one blood. 
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It'il. My gracious lord ! 

Lord Bijer. I am your imcle ! — 

Wil. If my duty— 
Lord Byer. Nay ; 
1 claini no duty from you ! You are u'&a 
My eldeat brotlier'd son. 

Wil. Hia son, my lord ! 

Lord Bi/er. But not his lieir.— Tliere was a bar to 

Wil. A barl A bar? 

Lord Byer. Your motiier bless'd his bed ; 
But not tliat bcd, tlie priest — She loved and feil ! 
Wilton, I liavo kept my word ! — Keep thou thy oatli ! 
\_Goes out. 

It'il. Jlonster ! — O, double malice ! Hate 'gainst 

lleveuge against the duke ! — both in the clutch 
Of bis most devilish oraft ! TLü duke with life 
In jeopardy — wbich but theae nuptials save ! 
The terms of bberty, wbicli, tili he gains, 
My lips are aeal'd ! No Option lefthim, thuB,' 
Betwist disgrace and deatli .' With brauded brow 
Espouse his trustiog lionourable child ! 
Swear in the vory act of such betrayal, 
To love and clierish her ! Myself a monster. 
Save I incur the blight of perjury ! 
Dilemma hideous and inextricablc ! 
Guidance ! Help ! Succour ! Where shall tbej" bi' 
fuund ? 

lGos& out. 
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ACT. V. 

SCENE l.~The Street. 

Enter WuTOX Brown, and Lord Sherbhooke. 

Wil. Counsel me, Shetbrooke ! I am past advice 
Oraidance ftom myself ! A man in bonds — 
Imprisoti'd — one whose substaüce goes to rack 
On a nefarious plea, which but hie face 
Would quaah, and he 'a restrain'd from showing it ! 

Sher, Collect your thoughta ! Be more yoiirself ! 

Wil. I caonot ! 
To Lady Iiaura stand I pledged, to-nig!it 
To ohange my troth with hera before the priest ; 
Thy father's boodsman am I, further yet, 
Until that league of love 1 iinplement ; 
And further still, the duke'a life hoatage held, 
Which, if I know him, he would forfeit sooner 
Than suffer a polluted stream to mix 
Witli the pure cnrrent of bis coatly blood ; 
Yet there debarr'd of Option, by my oath 
To keep my aecret tili hie liberty 
la by his own undoiog perfected. 
"What 's to be done ? 

Sher. WTiat is a man to do 
That 's in the grasp of stronger men than he, 
But go along with them ? Scruples tliat can't 
Avaii should never chafe ! What I should do. 
And could, I would do ; but, the power away, 
The crime of the Omission ia away ! 
Our parentage is not of our own choice, 
So its discredit to its framers stick, 
Not US ; and hang the world that makea it oura ! 
Sooth, though the banns had ncver been proclaim'd, 
I had bcon still the goodly youth I am ; 
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Tlie same engaging features — shapely form — 

Uiglit gallant carriage — girth and height witliout 

Abatetnent of the matter of an incli ! 

The same bold, merry beart, and prankaome wit ; 

T do believe niy blood had been tbe same, 

Tbe same my bair and skin ! Tut, Wilton ! men 

Slioulii answer for tbemselves, and live and breatbe 

In otbers' 'count, by tbeir own dccda alonc ! 

WH- A friend that knew my wialies and my strait, 
Migbt, of bis own acuord, effect for me 
What mocks my faculty ! 

Sher. And if be did, 
How migbt yoii tbank bim by and bye ? No, sir : 
I live in bopes to bo a god-fatber, 
Aiid can't forego tbe cbancc. I would enjoy, 
Moreover, tbe bride's cuätomary bounty — 
Tbe blushing kiss, I, eise, may never get : 
Besides, I wisb tbe race to multiply ! 
It is a matter that coucems tbe State, 
And I, a loyal subject, should not tbwart. 
Then I have tbougbts, myself, of matrimony, 
Altbougb an indeÄneable mistruat, 
And so would profit, like a tborough friend, 
By your experiment. "Sdeatb ! would you spoil 
The cbance of Buch a Bcnedick aa I ? 

Wil. Sherbrooke.youjeat; and honour is in questioi 

Sher. And if it were, Wilton, I sbould not jeat, 
But set you free at thraldom of my life. 
Look you ; you bluab to share my blood ! Go to ! 
I would tbe sbare were double wbat it ia ! 
I would you weie my brotber ! Were you, and 
With like diacrepancy, my thrice-bound love, 
Being tbe man of merit that you are, 
Had more than even inade tbe faultleas odds ! 

Wil. The friend tbat sootbes me teils me what I an 
Piain as the enemy that beara me hard ! 
I weat a branded name. 

Skci: jS'o nanie's a brand 
Wben Virtue ia tbe wearor ! 
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Will. I muat seek 
A sterner counsellor I 

Sher. Then come with me 
To Colone! Green, No qiiestion ! If there lives 
The man to help you, he is e'en that man. 
More could I teil you — what ahall soon be known, 
Give me my way in this, then take your own ! 



SCENEII. — A Roomin the Green Dragon. — Colonel 
Green dtscovered with papers. 
Col. Green. Why, this ia granting favoiirs like a 
king! 
My caae was all I atated ; and the suit 
I might, with doubt, have fonnded thereupon, 
Hia clemency has of itself infeir'd, 
And to bis bounty pleaded royally ! 
One deed of grace has swept all acta away— 
All penalties; and, in their place, aupplied 
Freedom and honour ; nor to me alone, 
But those I cheriah closer than myself. 
One only boon I ask'd — that granted too ; 
Enlargement of the duke, assoil'd hy me. 
Thus, Wilton, from the net wherein the earl 
ThinkB he has mesh'd him, is, at once, set free ! 
Why comes he not? Sherbrooke would see him 

atraight — 
That goodly sample of the choice and few 
Who love so heartily another'a weal, 
In foUowing it, they overlook their own. 
Steps! itishe. ^^»fer Wilton]. I have expected you. 
Wil. So was I told ; and I am here. 
Col. Green. At laat- 
I gave you inritation long hefore, 
Which, in the way of common courtesy, 
You might have honour'd ; gave you hint, beside, 
Of knowledge which conoern'd you — which, to gain, 
A Visit might suffice. 
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tVil. I know too rauch ! 

Col. Green. Not so. You must know ii:ui-ü, 

mi. Time flies ! 

Col. Green. It does ! 
But truat and fortune match its iitmost speed \ 

Wil. Tlio first I iiavc, tlio second have to find. 

Cul. Green. It raay be nearer tban you count. 

Wil. How, sir ? 

Col. Green. It niay be close at iiaud. Heaven > 
send lielp 
Wlien man believes to look for it is vnin. 
You trust in Heaven ? 

Wil. 1 liave no otber tnist ! 

Col. Green. \^Giviug apaper~\. Tliere! 

Wil. How! — Tbo liberation of the duke ! 
Can 1 believe it ''. 

Cul. Green. Can you doubt it '. Fresb ! — 
And frem the kiiig'a own liand. 

Wil. God savc tbe king ! 

Col. Green. Nüw, have you leiuure l'or a word or iv 

Wil. Twenty, if spoken quickly— for my soiil 
Is üQ the wing to tbwart iniqnity, 
Aiid do a righteous deed. 

Col. Green. The Instrument 
Thatpaper? — How will you employ it '< 

IVil. Set 
The duke at liberty ; and, then, the spot 
Tbat blurs me laying open to the day, 
ßelease bim froiu bis promiae to the earl, 
Forego bis daughter'a band, and, aa 1 may, 
Büffet the world with shamed, but nianly front ! 

Col. Green. Fathers, young man, are hardly in tl 
graves 
When, from tbeir cljiidren tlius, their spirits Ijreatiie 

Wil. Kncw yoii my fatber? 

Col. Green. Yea ; of him I 'd apeak — 
Not mueli — of one be loved, a little more. 
I chane'd to be tlie nearest friend of both — 
I mean, the heart-friend. Have you paticnce '; 
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Wil. Ask 
Wien you observe me fail ! 

Col. Green, \_katiing placed chaira ßir hitnself and 
Wilton], Your father died 
In battle, fighting for the baniah'd king ! 
Hi3 brother— 

Wil. What ! tlie earl ? 

Col. Green. No ; hehadtwo, 
Of whom the earl was but the younger one. 
I speak of the eider. Death, that Struck your father, 
Miss'd him ; and, as in spite at his eecape, 
Left him almost a broken heart — for much 
He loved your father ! Well ; the fight was o'er; 
The second brother bann'd — flight was his chanct; ; 
But you, an infant, must be left beliind 
Without a friend — He linger'd still for you ; 
For well he knew his younger bvother'a ward — 
For reaaons, now to teil were waste of time — 
Had more of danger than of aafety in 't. 
Still had he niotivea für soliciting 
That brother's aid — a purse without a doit ! — 
He sought it. It was granted readily; 
For in succeaaion, faiting you, he stood 
Nest to his eider brother. 

Wil. He was npxt. 
I was, alast no bar — I say " ahis !" 
But for the cause. — It had rejoiced my soui 
That eider brother had been heir to all ! 

Col. Green. Again your father speak s. — Letmegoon! 
Time flies. 

Wil. I heed not time ! — I list to you ! 

Col. Green. Means were aupplied. Upon the western 
coast, 
One lowering night, both brothers stood with you ; 
Your hand in bis who ioved you as his son ! 
A barque was in the offing, heavily 
Biding at anchor, bound that night to sail ; 
A boat was waiting — 

WiL Ah ! — I recoUect 
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Tliat fatlier-unclc !— He leap'd into it 
WithmeiüinssuTnB! 

Co(. Green. Yea ; while liia brother atood 
And utter'd no diaauasion, tho' tbe wayes, 
Waming the shore with louder waxing ewell, 
Gave token that tlie sea was rouaing iip ; 
Tho' the rougli wind advised you of hia mood, 
Bawling againat you as to turn you back ; 
Tho' front your eyes tlie setting sun did hide, 
As if averse to tempt you with a look ; 
Tiio' on tlie land aat gloom and doubt and dread, 
As tlio' it cried " God help you !"— not — " God apeed !' 
There stood that brother, like a barren rock, 
lipon t}ie shingles, that did foUow you 
With clamour, like rough friends but kind, that waü 
" Güod bye" to thoae they doubt to see again! 

H'il. We did not reacb tiie ship! 

Col. Green. 'Twaa well !— 8he sank 
With every souI on board. — It was not nieant 
That you should reach her, tho' 'twas tbought you did 
By those who wish'd you partners of her fate, 
Your courae was changed adviaedly ; tho land 
Was made again, tho' many miles away ; 
Diatanee waa safety to you ! — Ask no niore, 
Handa for your fosterage, on which you heid 
Some claims of blood upon your mother'a aide, 
Your unolc sought ; but, reacbing found them cold, 
Not in defection towards you, but in death. 
They wereproud onesl — The proudest must ahake hau.i; 
With Death at last ! 

Wil. Then waa my mothcr of 
A noble atock 1 

Col. Green. She was. Inquirc as yet 
No more. Thy uncle waa no guardian for thte — 
Unsafe tbe ward of plots and enterprisea — 
HeavBU sent a friend at laat ! — he gave you to bim. 
Tlic nobleman who train'd you, Wilton, tili 
You grew tbe man you are — who placed you with 
Tbe earl, who never half redeem'd his pledge 
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To aee your fortunea better' d — but, beboiding 
Your father'a face in yours, gave credit to 
The elementa for ruth be grudged them bave. 
And thro' inquiriea, back'd by power and gold, 
Proved bis sumiisea true. 

Wü. Speak not of him ! 
But teil me of that uncle— bow fared he ? 

Col. Green. Remain'd an outlaw atill. 

Wil. Is he alive ? 
■ Col. Green. Better, perhaps,of him weapeaknomore. 

JVil. la he alive ? 

Col. Green. Alive ? — You well may ask, 
"When every hour tbe gibbet look'd foi him, 

Wil. The gibbet !— Heaven ! 

Col. Green. Ay, air. It bad been well 
For you, your uncle in bis bed had died ! 

Wil. I heed not how 
My uncle died — I only heed hia deatb. 
The manner of it, but for him, I wish 
Other tban wbat it was, if such it was ! 
/ beed tbe abame ? Were he alive, and now 
In jeopardy of auch extremity, 
With all the diamal atages yet to paas, 
I 'd stand beside him in the felon'a dock ; 
I 'd lie beside him in the convict'a cell ; 
I 'd walk beaide him to the fatal tree — 
Which, if I could, with marble I 'd supplant — 
A monument, whereon I would record 
His honour'd name, and all be did for me^ 
And under-grave my own in love and gratitude ! 

[Col. Green rushes up to the taik, throms himself inU} a 
cbair, and hides his face in his handa. 
Wbat wls you, sir ? Yon are convulaed. Sir ! — air ! 
What ails you ? — Speak to me I — Or can't you apeak, 
Or don't you bear ? — You sbake from bead to foot. 
Wbat ahall be brought yon ? — Whom ahall I call for ? 

Col. Green. [_slarling up']. Call 
For Henry Sherbrooke ! — If you know not him, 
Then find me Wilton Brown, — 'Tis alt the aame — 
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Ciiiid — stripiing — man — my eldest bvothev'a soii— 
Tlie boy tbat stood upün the beacli with me 
Twelve years and «lore ago ! 

Wil. My uncle ! 

Cot. Green. Ay I 
Unsuathed ! Alive ! as ne'er \w was buforc. 
The uncle in whoae urms you lay, tbe night 
We took the boat upon that stormy beach, 

Wil. Take me again lo theta, or eise I drop ! 

Col. Green. Eouse thee, boy, ronse thce ! Sometliing 

Collect thyself— the duke ! — 'Tis near the tirae ! 

Wil. From what a trance liave you awaken'd mo 
Of liappiness, to what reality ! 

Col. Green. Ecality ! Why, Wilton, look oii me ; 
Ag'd in niy prime, tbe work of yeats out-duno 
By watchings, strugglings, strainings, spent in vain ! 
Of glory deeply smit, as you with lovf, 
Yet baffled in niy wooing worse than you! 
Beality ! There 's none, boy, but tlie tliougbt 
Of doing riglit ; He grasps who bolda to that ! 
You 'H do yuiir Uuty ? 

Wil. Will I not ? 

Col. Green YonwiU! 

Wil. Uncle, "tis deatli !— but I'll go tliro' witli' t still ! 



SCENE lU.—A j/laee vmr Keminyton Palaen. 
Lord Bf/er. This summonato tlie king feil out pev- 
versely. 
As jaded traveller, when drawing ncar 
His joumey'B end, fcels every mile a leaguf. 
So, my revenge at band, but still delay'd, 
Tums minutes into hours' Ten atages Time 
Has paced since noon, still lagging more and more ; 
And now lie seems to stop ! Will he go on f 
He 's half way to the next ; yet, to my thonght. 
He lias not stirr'd ! Life, measured by suspense, 
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Lasts agea ! — Talk of threescore years and ten '. 

A day, an liour, has durance of a Ijfe ! 

Yet am I ill at ease on more accounts 

Than this. My coUeaguea oye me witli stränge looka ; 

Whisper apart '. I heard them name — and more 

Than once — Lord Sunbury. — Is he expected ? 

And if he ia, my office near tlie üng 

Drawa to a close, No matter ! — I am still 

The Earf of Byerdale ! My brother" s death, 

My nepliew'a spurious birtli, asswe me tbat I 

Whate'er hanga loose, bäte can't unrobe me there. 

I 'II home ! What keeps my coach ? Will 't never come ? 

I need its belp ! Impatience yoarns for speed. 



SCEKE IV.— ^ C/iamber in Lord l 
Unter the Duke op Gaveston and Ladv Laura. 

Lady Lau. Why, father, come we hitber ? 

Duke of Gav. They know best 
Who guided UB. The ceremony here 
They judge, perhaps, witb better grace perform'd 
Tbao in my prison-house. Their compact kept, 
The stipulation it was granted on, 
Although abandon'd as to honr and place, 
I shall fulfil, whate'er the hour and place, 
Much as my blood rebela ! 

Lady Lau. Game they not in 
Along with iis ? ' 

Duke of Gav. Yea ; bnt held back to speak. 

Lady Lau. [astrfe]. I see no priest ; 
I read no bridala in his looks— though love 
Is there — but such as finds its hopes a blank ! 
Not once he took my band, nor came so much 
As even within reach on't ; when, had I seen 
One proffering step, I had met his half-may. 
I thonght to be hia wife to-morrow, and 
The day iä färtber off, if e'er to come, 
Or I miatake, when he shal! call me bride ! 
He Cornea ! — Why comes he ? — To forbid the banns !- 
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I know it. — Can hü find no other lips 
Witli theme so harsh to jar Ina lady'a ear ^ 

Enter Wilton and Colonei, Green, and Lord Sunbüby. 

Duke of Gav. So far we liave done your pleaaure 
pasaivoly, 
Nor halt we yet, The stipulation 
Whereon our füll enlargement was voiichaafed — 
Your Union with my daugiiter — thoiigh foregone 
By your own choice, when by agreement due. 
Lies at your Option still. This hand is youra 
When he, whose holy act of two makea one, 
Shall minister the nuptial ceremony, 

Wil. First let me bless this hand so proffer'd me ! 
BlesB it for life that it would give to me, 
Enrich'd by all that fondeat heart of man 
E'w fancied in its wildest coveting, 
Of heauty, chaatity, and goodness — all 
Enrich'd by holiest, most aurpassing love ! 
May plighting wait it from some happy palm 
Of purer blood than bis whö holda it now, 
Of clasp aa honeat — will as strong tocleavo! — 
Else ! — ere the priest for ever maltea it bis, 
May Heaven in its sweet mercy wrest it thence, 
And save the gift that eise were caat away, 
As now 'tis tom from mine. 

Lady Lau. Wilton! 

Dtike of Gav. My child 1 
Holdup ! If, sir, my scruples sway this act, 
This act, that givcs them way, has vanquiah'd them. 
Tlie earl has kept bis word, and the condition 
Whereon 'twas pledg'd, and wbieh I bad vfithheld 
With all my heait, witb all my heart I yield. 

Wil. The oarl has kept bis word, but was fore- 
stall'd. 
To wed your daughter I was doubly bound. 
And am so still, ao you will have us wed ; 
Whereof the choice now solely rests witb you, 
Now fully freed from all contingencies. 
My birth was yet a secret to me, whicJi 



•dby Google 



THE SECRETAKY. 63 

I knew the earl possess'd, and whicli to win, 

I piedged an oath ne'er to divulge to you 

The knowledge on 't, while yet the trench remained 

'Twixt you and liberty. Tlie knowledge came. 

And with it such abasemeat of my blood, 

As, well I knew, no drop of yours would brook 1 

What course was I to take ? — Timo pacing on ! 

The hour almost within a stride ! — your life 

In j«opardy, as I believed ! — your shame 

The ranaom, withoiit Option to refuse 

Or grant! — my will beleaguer'd solemnly. 

All that of endlesa din, and strife, and wrack 

Ib told of chaos, gather'd up and penn'd, 

I feit within my souI ! 

Lady Lau. la thia man noble ? 
la he not, father ? If he be not, rend 
All patente that make birth ! Wilton, go on ! 
I See the end ! — you sought for other meaos 
To set my falber free ? 

Wü. I did. A friend 
Supplied me with them. 'Twas the king tbat oped 
Your prison door. You ate at liberty 
Withont the aid of barque or foreign land, 
Without the gift of ohild or aught to me — 
A man wbose birth, whate'er bis truth «lay be, 
Bearing, or reach, refusea him a name, 
Drawing tbe breath he could not heip but draw, 
Ünaanction'd by the priest ! 

Lady Lait. Why start you, father? 

Duke of Gav. No priest the union of yonr parents 
blesa'd ? 

Wil. None,8it; what noble damowouldwedwithme? 

Lady Lau. I — or I never wed ! 

Duke of Gav. Daughter ! 

Lady Lau. Where worth is, 
Give honour, or nowhere ! 0, truth ! lives shame 
Where you abide ? Manhood, go beg, if flaws 
In your escuteheon point you out to scorn ! 
He who foregoes high fortune for a hlur 
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Tiiat in hia proper naturt hath no gönn, 

She doubly should enfurce lier fivours on ! 

Confeas it, fatlier, noble aa tbmi art ! 

Thy blood it ia that's speaking in tiiy cliild ; 

To generosity be geniTous ! 

Tliy daughteJi's lieart is wedded to his wortU ; 

GiTe him tbe tbing that's second to iier hyart — 

Tlie band it noiirialies ! 

Duke of Gat: Never ! 

Z,adi/ Lau. {^Afler a pause, tkrowing herself . 
WiLTON's neck-\ . 0, Wilton I 
[LüED Byekdale enters m the back-groun 

Lord Bi/er. Tied !— Tied !— Fast tied ! and now n 
triumph com es '. 
Sulace for o'un disgraee I \_C'omes Jorii-ard']- Joy, i) 

lord duko '. 
Joy of yonr son-in-law ; I told youv grace 
He waa of noble stock, and told you trut — 
My eldest brotliet's love-begotten so« ! 
His fatlier'a title and estates, 'tia tnif, 
Cleave not, by cnstoni, to bis parentage ; 
But what o' tliat * Fowlers that inias the gaini^. 
Bot yet come nfar to it, find comfort tbeie '. 
Your daugliter Lad bcen married to an i'arl, 
Had biit some dozen worda been niumbled, ero 
Her busband's niother gave bim to tlie ligbt I 

Wil. My lord, we are not wed. 

Lwd Bi/er. How came you hcre ? 
"Tis falso .' Without the priest'a due offices 
I took füll hced no bolt sbould yield him way. 

Wil. The maator of the prison drew the bolt 1 

Lord Bifer. The govcrnor ? 

Wil. Tbo governor of him. 
The king'a own order the good duke enlarged, 
Enabled nie to keep my oath without 
OfFence against ray honouv — anared by thee, 
Unnatural nncle 1 Thus of half ita aim 
Thy malico baulk'd, tlieae are unscath'd and frc« ; 
Thy only victim thy own brother'a aoii ! 
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Lady Lau. Unacatli'd and free ! — and thou a victim, 

wiiton ; 

Lop off tlie part of & limb, and, if you will. 
Call what remains unscath'd — there may be gain ; 
But liere ia loas and loas, and nothing eise ! 
Unscath'd! Heaven! — and thou witli galled quick I 
Father, tbe Word you gave, I ne'er gave back. 
It niade nie bis by pledge — I stand sei still ! 
To fortune, honour, I had iet bim go, 
But not to woe and shame. Tbey knot me to bim ! 
Wiiton, I sbare thy voyage, come wbat will ! 
I take tlie sea witb tbee whate'er tby boat, 
Howe'er tbe wind — wbere'er tbe aboal or rock, 
Yea, or tbe wbirlpool, wbich a mouthful makea 
Of mariners and sbip ! — Storms, strandings, wrecka, 
Engulfings, tbere am I, where you're afloat I 
Be it but upon a ptank — where you go down 
I sink ' 

€ol. Green. [_iapphg Lord ByerdaIiC on the 
Shoulder^. A triumpb wortby of a man, 
To place a goodly youth in such a strait, 
That virginbood, at dint of very nitli, 
Casts chariness aside — paya beed to naught 
Save love, at pity's proniptings all rosolved, 
Whate'er the cost, to suceour and to save bim ! 

Lord Byer. Wlio ia he that makea ao bold ? 

Cül. Green. One to bold tbinga 
Accustom'd, but allow'd onea at the worat ; 
Not bann'd, at least, by Nature's common laws — 
Wboae lifo, at risk, he would not besitate 
To save at peril of anothcr man's. 
Yet — could not see hia enemy take boat, 
With certainty to founder when at aea, 
Without dissuading him — yea, grappling bim 
Witb arms and heart— though foot to foot next day 
AsMired to atand againat him — life 'gainst life ! 

Lord. Byer What are you ? 

Col. Green. One at Jiome beneath a roof 
As proud as even this ! 
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